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CHAPTER XVni. 

THE MILLIONNAIBe's CONFESSION. 

Mb. Caboill leaned heavily upon his gold- 
headed staff as he took his place. Those 
who had seen him only three days ago, 
and even those who had personal acquaint- 
ance with him, would have been startled 
by the transformation the man had under- 
gone. Indeed, if twenty years had elapsed 
since Friday, and every year had heaped 
new misfortune upon him, the change could 
not have been more marked and terrible. 

The form which had been held erect 
was bent and shrunken; the head which 
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2 A HARD KNOT, 

had been raised so high was bowed on his 
breast ; the eyes which had been so sharp 
and haughty were dull and sunken. In 
every lineament was stamped humiliation 
and shame. 

The millionnaire, proud and austere in 
the consciousness of his wealth, position, 
and power, had become a weak, broken- 
down old man, verging upon his dotage. 
It was a pitiable spectacle the great man 
presented, fallen from his height of pride 
and grandeur. 

In commiseration for his unhappy posi- 
tion and his evident bodily weakness, he 
was allowed to sit during the examina- 
tion. 

His voice was feeble and unsteady as he 
thanked the Sheriff for the consideration 
shown to him, and professed himself ready 
to give any information in his power that 
might be required of him. 

The chief object to be gained in ex- 
amining Mr. Cargill was the knowledge 
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of the trae position the prisoner had 
occupied in his confidence, so as to detect 
how far the peculiar circumstances in which 
the witness was involved had supplied a 
motive for the assassination of Jean Gorbal. 
To this end it was necessary to obtain from 
him a confirmation of Sarah's narrative. 
He corroborated every detail, and supplied 
others. Although he spoke in a feeble, 
sickly manner, he made no effort to conceal 
anything. He seemed to have come there 
with the determinatiom to lay bare the 
innermost recesses of his heart, the pro- 
foundest secrets of his life. 

His marriage with Katie Douglas had 
been forced upon him by his father. He 
did not seek to defend in any way the 
miserable weakness and baseness of which 
he had been guilty in marrying the lady 
whilst his whole thought and feeling were 
bound up in another. He only said that 
he had submitted to his father's will be- 
cause he had seen that there was no other 
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4 A HARD KNOT. 

means of saving his house from utter ruin 
than by this union. 

' She was a good and true wife to a false 
and indifferent husband/ he said in a stifling 
voice ; ^ and I think her goodness laiid the 
affection she gave me, acting upon my own 
sense of my unworthiness, made me dislike 
her all the more ; for, like most other 
people, I might have forgiven an offence 
committed against myself, but I could not 
forgive the daily smarts her fidelity caused 
me in daily reminding me of my own 
baseness. 

' The fact that Mrs. Burnett and my 
wife were about to become mothers about 
the same time suggested the wretched trick 
of exchanging the children, so that the 
offspring of the woman I loved might in- 
herit the fortune which my wife's dowry 
had enabled me to realize. The woman 
Jean Gorbal had worked in one of our 
factories, and on more than one occasion I 
had saved her from being discharged, on 
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account of her propensity for drink and 
neglect of her work. This rendered her, 
as she repeatedly declared, devoted to my 
interests, and ready to serve me at any* 
time and in any way. 

* At length she was discharged, and she 
went back to her native place, Greenock, 
where she got married ; but the moment I 
acquainted her that I wanted her help she 
came to me. She was quick and cunning, 
and undertook to carry out my wishes in 
every particular, in consideration of an 
annual allowance. She came to London, 
as I directed her, but, much to my chagrin, 
she brought with her her husband. She told 
me she had not been able to avoid that, as 
Gorbal, who was a seaman, was of a jealous 
disposition, and would scarcely trust her 
out of his sight. She assured me, however, 
that he was safe as herself ; and as he was a 
silent taciturn man, who made no attempt 
to interfere with our arrangements, further 
than by his insisting upon being a party to 
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them, my objections to his presence were 
overcome, and he remained with his wife 
at Morley's Hotel until the event transpired/ 

* The exchange of children was effected 
then r 

* Yes, it was ; the plan proved com- 
pletely successful. Everything occurred as 
we had hoped and anticipated, and before 
the children were a week old the exchange 
was effected, by the agency of Dr. Largie, 
Jean Gorbal, and her husband. The 
arrangement was that I should send my 
wife's nurse from the room, and, whilst she 
was away, the doctor carried the infant to 
the anteroom. There Jean was to be in 
waiting with Mrs. Burnett's infant, and as the 
clothes for both children had been prepared of 
exactly similar shape and colour, there was 
to be nothing to do but exchange. I heard 
the doctor speaking, and, afraid that he 
might waken Mrs. Cargill, I went to the 
door, to warn him to lower his voice. I 
heard him saying : " You should have 
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brought it at once, as I told you." Jean 
Gorbal answered him, as I thought, sulkily : 
"I thought better of it — ^the child might 
have cried, or made a row, while I was 
waiting, and that would have spoiled the 
business. I can go to the room in a 
minute, and if anybody sees me they'll 
think it's my own mistress's child I've got» 
Then I'll leave this one there, and bring 
the other back. If anybody sees, they won't 
see anything out of the ordinary." She 
took the child away, and the doctor went 
with her. When he came back, he asked 
if Mrs. Cargill was sleeping. I answered, 
"Yes;" and cautioned him not to speak 
so loud. Whilst I was speaking, the door 
of the anteroom opened, and Jean Gorbal 
entered with Mrs. Burnett's child. The 
clothes had been so carefully arranged, that 
although the doctor and I were aware of 
the deception, we could scarcely detect any 
diflference, and, for a minute, we could 
scarcely believe that this was not the 
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same child which had just been taken 
away. 

* Jean had left the door open, and we 
heard the cries of the child coming from 
Mrs. Bmnett's apartment. The doctor 
sent her back immediately to still its cries, 
and taking the infant she carried, he 
returned to Mrs. Cargill's room, and placed 
it in the crib from which my wife's 
daughter had been lifted a few moments 
previously. He left the room for a time, 
and during his absence my wife wakened. 

* She took the child in her arms and 
fondled it, without the slightest suspicion 
of the treachery that had been at-^^work 
during her sleep. 

* When the doctor came back he looked 
pale, and exceedingly anxious. When I 
spoke to him in private, he told me he did 
not like the work I had forced him to do ; 
that nothing, save the obligations he was 
under to me, would have tempted him to 
do it ; and hoped that I was satisfied. 
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*Ten years ago my wife died. Up to 
the last she had no suspicion that the child 
she had cared for so fondly, and had loved 
so tenderly — all the more tenderly because 
she felt herself to be an unloved wife — ^was 
not her own. Up to the last she was good 
and affectionate to me, and never breathed 
one word of reproach. She told me, at 
last, that she had for some time known of 
my association with her former governess, 
and with the words of forgiveness on her 
lips she died.' 

The old man's voice had become almost 
inaudible ; it seemed as if the memory of 
the good woman, towards whom he had 
acted so basely, overwhelmed him, and 
compelled him to pause for breath. 

* That memory,' he went on, in a quaver- 
ing voice, *was the sharpest of all the 
stings my own acts had formed to torture 
me and render my life miserable, whilst I 
tried to hide the sore from the world by 
gilding it over with the show of my wealth* 
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I know that there are many who have 
ou™a me my riches,; bnt the« is many 
a labourer on my estate, many a worker 
in my factories, with whom I would joy- 
fully have changed places, had that been 
possible. 

* Previous to my wife's death I had 
a misunderstanding with Mrs. Burnett. I, 
who was so false myself, would have no 
mercy for falsehood in others ; and since 
then I have not spoken with her. I know 
where she lives. I have often desired to 
see her, and to see my child, but I have 
held back — I scarcely know why, except 
that I cannot bear to meet the woman for 
whose sake I sinned so much, and who 
deceived me. Had it not been for that, I 
would have married her. Dr. Largie died 
about five years ago. 

* Jean Gorbal received an allowance from 
me : she repeatedly insisted upon having the 
amount increased, and two years ago — I 
0uppose to be the better able to annoy me into 
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compliance with her wishes — she came to 
live in Glasgow, and rented the house in 
Fort-Dundas where she was assassinated. 
I know nothing of her life, beyond the fact 
xhat she drank mnch and had always an 
aversion to work. Of her husband I have 
heard nothing for about eight or nine years, 
when deceased told me he had been ship- 
wrecked — I forget where — ^in fact, I do not 
think that she named any place/ 

This statement had been all written 
down, and now that he had finished it, his 
head was bent forward on his hands, which 
were clasped on the top of his staff. There 
was a strange pause in the proceedings, as 
if the suspense for what was to follow made 
all present hold their breath. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

ANOTHER TACK. 

Inspector Speirs, who had gone out for a 
moment in obedience to a signal from 
Hadden, returned, and handed a note to 
the Sheriflf. 

The latter perused the communication, 
and, despite the great self-control he exer- 
cised over himself, he started slightly and 
grew pale. . < 

He passed the note to the Fiscal, and in 
a few minutes afterwards the examination 
proceeded. 

The note Inspector Speirs had handed 
to Mr. Lyon was a certificate of the mar- 
riage of Alexander Tavendale and Catherine 
Cargill. 
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* The prisoner is your nephew/ said the 
Fiscal, holding the paper he had just re* 
ceived under his hand. 

^ He is the son of my sister, who married 
in opposition to the wishes of her family. 
After her husband's death, I took charge of 
the boy, and educated him. Latterly he 
has had a position in our counting-house/ 

* You trusted him as one of your 
family ?' 

' Yes.' 

* And he was frequently at your house Y 
^ He was until a few months ago, when 

for private reasons I desired him to make 
his visits fewer.' 

* What were the private reasons for that 
request ?' 

* I was dissatisfied with his conduct,' was 
the reluctant answer. 

* On what grounds ?' 

Mr. Cargill paused, and appeared to find 
some difficulty in properly shaping his re- 
sponse. 
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* I had learned he was living beyond his 
income, and his conduct in the office was 
careless and inattentive, and — and I feared 
that my daughter was learning to like him 
more than I wished/ 

* Then you never thought of him as a 
husband for your daughter ?' 

' No/ 

* Did he ever make any proposal T 

* Never ; and I would not have agreed 
to it if he had, unless I had found that my 
compliance was positively necessary to 
secure my daughter's happiness. In that 
case I would not have opposed their 
marriage/ 

' Did he know that Y 

* I do not think he did/ 

* Now, consider this question well, and 
answer to the best of your knowledge. Was 
the prisoner aware of the fact of your 
daughter's birth ?' 

* No/ was the hesitating reply. 

' Are you sure that he did not, from you 
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or from anyone else, learn these facts, 
any time before the murder of Jean 
Gorbal T 

The millioimaure breathed hard, and his 
thin lips quivered. The prisoner regarded 
him with an anxious glance. 

* Yes,' he answered, in a husky whisper. 
' My daughter learned the miserable 
secret during my absence, and as she met 
the prisoner oftener than I suspected — as, 
in brief, she loved him — she thought it her 
duty to make him aware of the circum- 
stances, and she told him all.' 

' When was that V 

' So far as I am aware, it was several 
days before — before the end of the week 
before last.' 

•Was the prisoner, to your knowledge, 
acquainted with the deceased ?' 

^ He was not acquainted with her, so far 
as I know ; but on one occasion he delivered 
a message from me to her, at her house in 
Port-Dundas.' 
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* Now, have you any reason to suppose 
that the prisoner might have wished to 
remove Jean Gorhal, in the hope, by so 
doing, to secure your consent to his marriage 
with your daughter, and in the desire to 
save her from exposure and the loss of 
fortune T 

^ I have no reason to suppose that/ 

' Jean Gorbal possessed certain proofs 
of the transfer of the children V 

' She did, in the shape of various letters 
written to her at diflferent times by Mi's. 
Burnett and myself, before and since the 
event.* 

Mr. Cargill was now permitted to stand 
aside. Mr. Hewitt, the prisoner's agent, 
hastily advanced to him, and whispered : 

* Mr. Tavendale desires me to say, sir, 
that he thinks you should not remain here. 
I, as his agent, will bring you every par- 
ticular of the result of to-day's proceedings.' 

* Thank you; I shall be glad to see 
you/ 
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Bat he made no effort to retire immedi- 
ately, and Mr. Hewitt was obliged to 
return to his place without any satisfactory 
answer* 

A variety of witnesses from Port-Dundas 
were again examined, the object being to 
discover anyone who could identify the 
prisoner as one of the men who were seen 
about Jean Gorbal's house on the day of 
the 15th. In this, however, the examina- 
tion was not successful. The prisoner had 
been seen by Mrs. Fraser, the grocer, on 
the Saturday preceding the day of the 
crime near her shop, but none of the wit- 
nesses had seen him thereabouts on the 
Monday. 

The prisoner's declaration was very 
simple. On the 13th he had been made 
aware of the strange history of his uncle's 
past life. He was naturally much troubled 
on account of his cousin, whom he had left 
in a state of sad affliction. He doubted 
the truth of the story, it was so strange, 
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and that very evening he had gone in search 
of Jean Gorbal in order to learn from her 
what credit might be given to the narrative, 
and what proof she could produce to authen- 
ticate it. He had failed to find her, and 
he had gone again on the 14th (Saturday) 
and several occasions. He had seen her 
once, but she had been under the influence 
of drink; and, although she boasted and 
jibed much, she told him nothing. He was 
still determined to see what proof she pos- 
sessed, and had intended to watch her and 
bribe her till she displayed it. 

He had been deeply pained and chagrined 
when he learned that she had been mur- 
dered, and he was wholly innocent of com- 
plicity in the remotest degree with the 
horrible crime. 

He declined to say where he had been on 
the evening of the 15th, but he had not 
been near Port-Dundas. 

The examination was adjourned till that 
day week, on the application of Inspector 
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Speirs, who had just received a telegram 
from Captain Mactier stating that, by that 
date, he hoped to be able to produce im- 
portant evidence. 

Bail to any amount was offered on behalf 
of the prisoner, but the Sheriff declined to 
admit bail. 

The declaration of the prisoner had an 
effect on the Sheriff up to the point where 
he declared his determination not to pro- 
duce evidence of his whereabouts on the 
evening of the crime. If that portion of 
the statement had been omitted, or if it 
had been made to the opposite effect, Mr. 
Hewitt expressed his conviction that the 
Sheriff would have accepted bail. As it 
was, the whole statement obtained a false 
colour from that obstinate persistence in 
concealing the nature of his engagements on 
that particular evening. 

There was one person, however, upon 
whom the final declaration had more effect 
than all the rest had. Hadden had listened 
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with unmoved countenance to the prisoner's 
explanation until he came to those last 
words, and then the detective's visage 
underwent a startling change. 

He looked up at the prisoner with an 
expression of utter bewilderment, which 
gradually changed to one of distress. For 
several minutes after the SheriflF had quitted 
the chamber, and the prisoner had been 
removed, he stood as one dumbfoundered by 
some extraordinary revelation. 

Inspector Speirs touched his arm, and 
Hadden started as if with an electric shock. 
He seized the inspector's hand, and shook 
it wildly. • 

*Lord help me I' he groaned; ^this is 
awful !' 

' What's awful ?' 

^Where's the SheriflF?' asked Hadden, 
without appearing to have heard the 
question. 

'In his private room. The Fiscal has 
just gone, and he is alone.' 
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Hadden, without a word of explanation, 
darted away to the room, leaving the in- 
spector with an impression that Sly Jock 
had lost his wits. 

Without pausing to knock, Hadden rushed 
into the room where Mr, Lyon was seated, 
with his face hidden in his hands, thinking 
of the certificate of marriage, and of the 
hopes it destroyed. 

The violent entrance of the detective 
startled him, and he looked up. 

* We're all wrong — we're all wrong !' 
cried Hadden excitedly, swinging his arms 
about. 

*Who is all wrong, and what?* asked 
the Sheriff, surprised, and somewhat an- 
noyed by this intrusion, 

* We are — ^you are — and oh, worst of all, 
I have been/ 

^ Wrong about what ?' 

* This case — that man is innocent /' 

He made the declaration vehemently^ 
and Mr. Lyon stared at him, as if he, too, 
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suspected that his wits had been affected 

in some way. 

He frowned slightly as he made answer : 
' Innocent ? All that has passed to-day 

leads to the opposite conviction/ 

* No — no ! you're wrong, and I'm the 
cause of it all !' cried Hadden, with unabated 
excitement. 

* What ! you say this ? — ^you, who have 
been the main instrument in bringing his 
guilt to light r 

Hadden pressed his head against his 
hands, and swayed his body to and fro, like 
one distracted with the toothache. 

* Yes, I say that — I, who have been the 
wretch to bring him to this pass. Lord 
help me — ^Lord help me ! I have ruined 
him.' 

* Will you explain yourself, sir ?' said the 
magistrate impatiently. 

* Yes ; I told you that the murder was 
committed by a man who had gone about it 
with the precision of a scientific process. 
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He had arranged everything — everything^ 
remember — with the exactitude of a mathe- 
matician. That man, whoever he was, is 
prepared with an alibi — this man has none. 
That man knows that everything depends 
on the strength of higr alibi, and he is pre- 
pared with one as carefully arranged as the 
details of the murder. Alick Tavendale is 
not that man.' 

' I shall be glad when you are able to con- 
vince me of that/ said Mr. Lyon drily ; 
'meanwhile I must wish you good-after- 
noon-' 

' Will you not help me ?' 

* I can do nothing for you. You have 
succeeded in implicating him so far that I 
see little hope for him. You must extricate 
him if you can.' 

' And I will — I will !' cried John Hadden, 
rushing out of the room, stung by Mr. 
Lyon's reproaches, still more by the keen 
teeth of his own conscience. 

He procured his hat and staff, and with- 
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ont a word of explanation to anyone made 
off toward Fort-Dnndas. 

At the entrance to one of the dirtiest of 
the ' lands/ which was situated within a 
stone's-throw of the house in which Jean 
Gorbal had been murdered, he stopped a 
minute to gain breath and collect his 
thoughts. 

' I must have that boy/ he muttered, as, 
pressing his hat on his head, and trying to 
force his features into a grin, he ascended 
the dirty stone steps to a door of a ^ but an* 
a ben,' which was known as a cheap lodging 
for tramps and wayfarers who could afford 
no better* 

As he paused on the last step, he saw 
within a little fat old woman with coarse 
features and a cap with enormous frills, 
which had grown yellow in the smoke and 
dust of the place. An unfortunate child 
was rolling about on the floor, playing with 
some bits of sticks and old canes ; whilst a 
lad, sharp and ragged, aged about fourteen 
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years — ^tbe same who had told the captain 
of the man who had sent him with a message 
to Bob Little — ^was amusing himself and the 
child by an acrobatic performance. 

At the present moment he was standing 
on his head, and the old woman was angrily 
calling to him in a husky voice : 

^ Will ye get down, ye vermin, and see 
wha's coming ?' 



CHAPTER XX. 

WILLIE THOBNE. 

Mr. Hadden stepped into the place before 
the boy, in obedience to the angry com- 
mand of the old woman, had regained 
the natural position of the human body, 
and stood on his feet instead of his head. 
Hadden, with a broad grin on his visage, as 
if he had been delighted with the perform- 
ance, patted the boy on the head, and the 
boy submitted to the act of patronage with 
a sly glance at the visitor. 

Boy though he was in years and size, 
the life hfe had led had given him the ex- 
perience and cunning of a man. His sharp 
face wore an old-fashioned expression of 
curiosity and uncertainty, as if he had some 
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remote dread that the presence of such a 
well-dressed personage as the detective 
boded little good to the establishment. 

His suspicion was rather confirmed than 
dissipated when Hadden, as if in reward 
for his performances, gave him a 
penny. 

' Clever lad/ said Hadden, in his most 
genial tones ; ^ yonll make a fortune by- 
and-by if you don't emigrate.' 

The lad pocketed the penny, and glanced 
toward the dame, as if to see what she had 
to say on the subject. 

The dame had been knitting on the en- 
trance of the visitor, but she had dropped 
the work on her lap, and was now peering 
inquisitively at the gentleman. She did 
not know him to be connected with the 
police, or she would have given him a kindly 
welcome at once ; for Mrs. Gibb bad more 
than once had dealings with the authorities 
on account of some of her lodgers, and it 
was a principle of hers always to keep on 
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good terms with the * force.' So she was 
always ready to supply the representatives of 
the law with any information she possessed, 
and to regale them with ^ a dram ' as often 
as they would accept her hospitality. 

Mother Gibb's characteristics were pretty 
well known to the constables on the beat ; 
and one of these characteristics was that, 
although willing at any moment to place 
her services at their disposal, she had never 
yet, by any chance, told them anything she 
could, by feigning ignorance or resorting to 
falsehood, conceal. It wasknown, too, that 
on more occasions than one she had enabled 
certain gentlemen or ladies who happened 
to be wanted to make a successful retreat 
from the grasp of justice. 

Her house — or hovel it should be called 
— ^was, therefore, one of the most closely 
watched of the low lodgings of Port-Dundas. 
She was aware of that — aware that every- 
thing she said was disbelieved until it had 
been proven true, and yet she preserved the 
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utmost good-humour with any members of 
the force who visited her, whatever might 
be the hour, and whatever the inconvenience 
to herself or her lodgers. 

The latter consisted chiefly of tramps and 
thieves of the lowest character, of both sexes 
and all ages. She charged threepence a 
night for lodgings, and frequently the hovel, 
which was not more than ten feet in 
breadth by twelve in length, would shelter 
over a dozen of those vagrants in one night. 
How they found room to stretch themselves 
was a problem not easily solved by an un* 
initiated observer of the place. It was only 
managed by the gross system of huddling 
men and women, boys and girls, together, 
like so many sacks of cotton rolled on the 
floor and the truckle-beds. 

As a general rule. Mother Gibb's lodgers 
entered late and went out early, so that, as 
at present, in the afternoons she was left to 
her own reflections and the management of 
her grandson, Willie Thome, with the care 
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of any nnfortunate child who might be left 
to her charge, on payment of fourpence a 
day, whilst the mother was at work in the 
mill. 

At these hours Mother Gibb was rarely 
disturbed, save by a stray missionary or 
tract-distributor, who, being new to the 
place, understood little of her character, 
and, in the earnest pursuance of duty, 
hoped to benefit the woman and her house- 
hold by counsel and prayer. 

To such visitors the woman was scarcely 
civil, and if the visit happened to be repeated, 
she became decidedly uncivil. 

The plain black clothes and the ixmocent- 
like smile of Hadden suggested to her that 
he belonged to the class she cared least 
about, and so, whilst she still watched him 
narrowly, she picked up her work and re- 
commenced knitting somewhat sullenly. 

*You don't know me, mistress,' said 
Hadden, with his broad simple grin, and 
while his restless eyes noted the dispo- 



WILLIE THORNE, 31 

sition and character of everything in the 
place. 

* No. I dmna.' 

* Ah ! never mind ; we'll hope for better 
acquaintance.' 

' What for ?' 

The question was plump, very plain, and 
in a degree surly, so that Hadden was 
slightly perplexed for a fitting answer. He 
stooped down to the little girl, who was sit- 
ting on the floor, staring at him. 

* Do you like to see your brother standing 
on his head, my lass 7 he asked with comical 
simplicity. 

But the child, as if gifted with unusual 
insight into character, shrank away from 
him and hid herself behind the skirts of 
Mother Gibb, who thereupon spoke : 

* WiUie Thome is no the brither 0' the 
bairn, maister.' 

* I see, I see— a neighbour's ? Just so ; 
but Willie Thome is your grandson, eh Y 

* Well, and what aboot that Y 
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^ And his mother's dead, and his father's 
over the sea — isn't that it, eh ?' 

* Ye seem to ken a' aboot it.' 

* Just so/ replied Mr. Hadden compla- 
cently ; * but I'm not going to speak about 
the lad's parents. You don't want him to 
take a trip after his father, do you T 

The woman started, and her coarse visage 
twitched with suppressed anger. 

* Na ; no if I can help it.' 

* Well, there's a danger of it if you keep 
him here. Now, I want a sharp lad just 
like Willie; and if you'll let him go with me, 
I'll bring him up to a good trade, and place 
him beyond the danger of getting into the 
same trouble as his father.' 

' And wha are ye ?' 

* Jock Sly.' 

At the sound of the name which had on 
several occasions spread terror amongst 
Mother Gibb's lodgers, the woman became 
humble at once, and willing to comply with 
anything he might require. 
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* Hey ! what way didna ye say that afore? 
What would ye do wi' the lad V 

' He is a sharp lad— a very sharp lad, 
and as I've been watching him a good bit, I 
am certain that if he were to join the force 
under a skilful guide — myself, for instance — 
he'd be an honour to the profession, and a 
credit to me — eh T 

The woman peered over her knitting at 
the smiling face of the detective, as if she 
did not know how far she might trust him, 

* Ay, he's a sharp lad,' she muttered. 

* For instance, now, we'll try him. Come 
here, Willie.' 

Hadden, making himself quite at home, 
drew a stool towards him and sat down. 
The boy, who had been listening with a 
cunning twinkle in his eyes to everything 
that was said, obeyed the visitor's com- 
mand, and approached him slowly, but with- 
out any of the shyness of ordinary children. 

^ Now, Willie,' said Hadden, drawing him 
between his knees, and scanning his features 
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narrowly as he spoke, whilst he grinned 
with the complacency of a friendly patron of 
the family ; * you would like to be rich, eh?' 

* Ay, I would/ 

* And I told you a minute ago that you 
would make a fortune by-and-by. Will I 
show you how ?' 

* If you can/ 

* I can. Suppose you learn to read and 
write; you know a good deal already how 
certain things are managed, and if you were 
to become a detective one day, you would 
always have plenty of money in your pocket, 
you would have little to do, and you would 
be going about to the theatres and amuse- 
ments — everywhere that there is fun and 
frolic going on. You would be drawing 
hundreds of pounds as rewards for your 
work, and if you were a steady fellow you 
would make a fortune. What do you 
think of that ?' 

* What do ye think, granny ?' said the 
lad, turning to his grandam. 
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^I think it sounds well enench, lad ; but 
I dinna ken how it might turn out/ 

* Just so,' Hadden broke in, * you don't 
see how it would suit him; but I see it in 
his eyes; the lad was bom for the force. 
Now I'll show you how it would work : 
there's that case of the woman Gorbal ; 
suppose Willie here could find out anything 
that would help us to lay our hands on the 
murderer — why, he'd get a hundred pounds 
down for that job alone. What do you say 
to that ?' 

The lad's eyes glistened at the thought 
of possessing a sum which seemed to him 
unlimited wealth, and his fingers moved 
nervously, as if they were already clutching 
the prize. 

* Then there's the fun and the sport you 
would have in such a profession — ^why, it's 
more like a private gentleman who's got 
nothing to do but go about and amuse him- 
self than working for a living,' continued 
Hadden, his own eyes twinkling with satis- 
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faction at the impression he saw his words 
had made. 

* But how is he to set about doing ony- 
thing o' that sort T queried the dame 
cautiously^ and knitting fast. 

* Will you trust him to me V 

* If the lad likes/ 

* Here's your chance, Willie ; youll may- 
be never have such another. Will you go 
with me, and try for the hundred pounds ?' 

^Whan?' 

' Just now. We'll begin at once to 
follow the track; we'll begin with the dandy 
you might have seen going into the court 
over there on Monday evening.' 

' What was he like ?' 

* Tall, a swell, smoking, and carrying a 
silk umbrella in this fashion.' 

And Hadden, rising to his feet, mimicked 
in a comical fashion the airs of a dandy 
swinging his umbrella as he walked<^ 
along. 

Willie clasped his hands together, and 
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his eyes opened as wide as if they were 
about to start from their sockets. 

* The hundred pounds for me !' he cried. 
Mother Gibb dropped her knitting, and 

stared at the lad. 

* Eh ? — what V gasped Hadden, who, 
speaking at a venture from the deductions 
he had been able to make on his examina- 
tion of Jean Gorbal's house, had certainly 
not expected that he would hit the mark 
so closely as Willie's exclamation seemed 
to betoken he had done. 

* Was it a white hat the dandy chap had 
on Y asked Willie breathlessly. 

* Maybe/ answered Hadden, nodding 
sagaciously, whilst he was trembling lest 
anything should disappoint the anticipations 
he had already formed, and desirous rather 
to make Willie declare everything he knew by 
concealing his own ignorance on the sub- 
ject. 

* And a blue scarf T continued Willie. 

* Very like.' 
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' And a pin wi' a horse-shoe and diamond 
nails r 

' That's liker him stiU/ 

* Then that was the chap that nearly 
tumbled ower me at the comer, and gied me a 
crack wi' his umbreller for being in his way.' 

* What colour trousers V 
' Snuflfy brown.' 

That was not the colour of the trousers 
Hadden had found in Tavendale's lodgings; 
and in his excitement at the discovery upon 
the brink of which he seemed to be standing, 
he clutched his staff viciously. 
' What colour and shaped coat ?' 
' Dark blue coat, and short cut.' 
That was not the colour of Tavendale's 
coat, nor the shape, so far as he could under- 
stand from the brief description * short 
cut.' 

* I told you, mistress, the lad was bom 
for the force 1' cried Hadden exultantly; and 
again, to the boy : * You'll make the for- 
tune, Willie, that's certain. One thing more 
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— about what o'clock was it when the swell 
tumbled on you V 

* It was after dark — maybe about eight 
o'clock.' 

That was the hour — at any rate, near 
enough to serve the purpose. 

' And what made you notice his get-up 
so closely ?' 

' Because he gied me a knock with his 
umbreller.' 

' Did you see his face T 

* No partickler ; my een got sort o' fast- 
ened on the blue scarf and the bonnie pin, 
and the chap went on as fast as he cotild 
when he gied me the blow, and I went on 
a bit, hollering after him. That was how 
I noticed his trousers and coat, when he 
passed under the lamp. I called him a blue 
devil for his coat, and snuflfy swell for his 
trousers.' 

* You saw where he went to, then ?' 

' Ay, he went into Higgin's Close, a bit 
after he thought I'd stopped following him.' 
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Hadden gripped the boy by the arm. 

* Higgin's Close ? — that's just behind 
Jean Gorbal's house/ 

* That's the spot — dinna squeeze my arm, 
maister ! it's rather hard/ 

*Why didn't you tell us about this 
before ?' 

* Naebody axed me/ 

* Would you know the swell again ?' 

* I'd ken his back, for I took his 
measure/ 

* What height was he ?' 

* Nearly six foot/ 

* You wouldn't know his face again ?' 

* Maybe I would, if he were dressed in 
the same togs as I saw him in that nicht/ 

* Willie, your fortune's made/ 

* Hooroar !' 

And Willie, in his delight, displayed a 
strong inclination to stand on his head 
again. 

' You'll let him go with me, mistress ?' 
*I winna say nae, if the lad likes/ 
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answered Mother Gibb, who, although in- 
terested at the prospect of the reward, was 
stolid as ever. * But, you'll have to give 
me the cash if there's ony comes 0' what 
Willie's tauld ye.' 

*A11 right, mistress; I'll take care of 
that. You know where to hear of Jock 
Sly if you want him, so that you needn't 
be afraid of the cash getting into the wrong 
hands. Good-evening, mistress. Come 
along, Willie, my lad.' 

^ Are you gaun to gie me the hundred 
pounds ?' 

* Come and see.' 

Willie, nothing loth, darted down the 
stairs to the street, his bushy, unkempt, 
and dirty hair tossing about his head con- 
fusedly in .the wind. A cap was a luxury 
with which he was almost wholly un- 
acquainted. 

Hadden followed him, and proceeded 
with him in the direction of Higgin's Close. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

IN THE STABLE -YARD. 

Eate had retained her position in the lobby 
of the Sheriff's chambers until the last ; but 
she was not aware that the business was 
over for the day until the door by which 
she was standing was flung open, and 
several clerks and constables hurried out. 

She was hustled back from the door, and 
she would have been thrown down had it 
not been for a tall gentleman who gripped 
her arm and supported her. 

^ Miss Cargill !' he ejaculated, in a low 
startled kind of voice. * I did not know 
you were here — the Fiscal understood you 
were too ill to attend.' 

Her mind was so much occupied with the 
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one cruel thought that she paid no heed ; 
she did not even seem to observe that a 
gentleman who was a stranger to her was 
acquainted with her name. 

' What has been done V she asked, 
trembling with excitement. 

* The examination has been adjourned till 
this day week/ was the respectful answer. 

* Adjourned — oh, then he will be saved ! 
I knew that they could not condemn him. 
He will be saved !' 

* I hope so, madam — sincerely hope so, 
for your sake as well as his own ; but he is 
very obstinate, and I am afraid will do 
himself more harm by his obstinacy than 
they can do by all the evidence they can 
bring to bear against him.' 

' You are his friend ?' 

* Yes, my name is Hewitt ; I am his 
agent in this unhappy affair.' 

* You his agent — ^you will save him !' 
Mr. Hewitt looked somewhat gloomy, 

and shook his head as he replied : 
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* Whatever can be done to help him I 
will do — rest assured of that.' 

* Heaven bless you, sir — Heaven bless 
you !' she cried tearfully, although her 
eyes were parched, and she pressed his 
hand warmly. 

* Shall I conduct you to the carriage, 
madam?' he said abruptly, as if anxious 
to avoid any expression of her gratitude 
whilst affairs were still in such a doubtful 
state. 'Mr. Cargill is still in the ofl&ce, 
and I will inform him that you are waiting.' 

* No, no, thank you ! I — oh, here is 
Easton !' 

That lady advanced to her mistress as 
her name was pronounced. She had long 
ago grown tired of waiting in the carriage, 
and so she had made her way hither in 
order to beguile the time by observing 
events. 

Mr. Hewitt resigned the lady to the care 
of her attendant, and, apologizing for the 
necessity of abruptly taking his leave, was 
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about to go away, when Kate detained his 
hand. 

* One word, sir : can you — can anyone 
obtain for me permission to see Mr. Taven- 
dale to-day Y 

^ I am afraid not to-day, madam ; but I 
will try to obtain an order from one of the 
sheriffs/ 

* A sheriff can give the order ?' 
'Certainly.' 

' Thank you, sir ; I will not in that case 
have to delay you. One of the sheriffs is a 
— is a friend.' 

* I shall be most happy to serve you, 
and should you fail to see your friend, 
you can send to my office in an hour, 
and I will do my best to procure the 
order.' 

He hurried away, and disappeared im- 
mediately amongst the crowd outside. 

* Take me to some place where I can wait 
whilst you carry a message to Mr. Lyon,' 
she said (j^uickly. She was very weak, but 
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the excitement of tlie occasion seemed to 
give her unusual strength. 

'We can go to the Royal George, 
ma'am/ said Easton, whose mind was 
chiefly occupied with thoughts of dinner. 
^ It's a fine hotels quite close to here, and 
you can have something nice to eat ; you 
must be hungry by this time— I am, 
although we had a glass of wine and a 
couple of biscuits.' 

Kate almost sickened at the mention of 
food, but she submitted to be conducted to 
the Eoyal George, where she was shown 
into a private parlour overlooking the 
stable-yard, 

Easton was directed to bid the coachman 
put his horse in the stable, while Kate, 
seating herself at a little table by the 
window, hastily penned a few lines to Mr. 
Lyon. 

Much to Easton's indignation, she was 
despatched at once with the note, without 
being allowed time to consume another 
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glass of wine and couple of biscuits, much 
less to obtain dinner. 

Kate had risen to give her the note, and 
she now stood at the window looking 
vacantly out upon the old-fashioned yard. 
The Eoyal George was an old-fashioned 
establishment, slow and steady in its ways. 
The house was always quiet and respectable. 
There was no confusion — no rushing about 
of commercial travellers in a hurry to catch 
trains, tumbling luggage about, and shout- 
ing to porters. Everything about the place 
was slow and conservative, and the only 
days on which its tranquillity was disturbed 
were the market-days, when burly con- 
servative country people of the middle 
classes came to dine and discuss the 
markets, and waken the house to life. 

As this did not happen to be one of the 
lively days, Kate was undisturbed by any 
jarring sounds; but her reverie was suddenly 
interrupted, and her eyes frightened by 
something she saw. 



48 A HARD KNOT. 

Hewitt, Alick's solicitor, crossed the yaxd, 
and entered the stable, as if seeking some 
one. He came out immediately, as if he 
had been disappomted ; and as he was re- 
crossing the yard, he was saluted by an 
ostler, who, pitchfork in hand, had just 
descended the ladder from the hayloft oppo- 
site to the window at which Kate was stand- 
ing now observant. 

She could not hear their words, but she 
was somewhat surprised to observe the air 
of familiarity with which the ostler appeared 
to address Mr. Hewitt, and the quiet way 
in which the latter submitted to it, as if it 
were the customary style of their inter- 
course. 

The ostler was a smart fellow of stunted 
growth, who had been a jockey, and might 
have been one still. His slight build and 
short figure, with the bare face, gave one an 
impression, at a distance, that he was quite 
a youth. This impression was heightened 
by the style of his dress. He was a bit of 



IN THE STABLE' YARD. 49 

a dandy in his own way, and affected the 
fastest colours and the loudest. 

Although in his stable garb he could not 
display much of his fashionable propensities, 
there was enough left in his working attire 
to indicate the man of the turf. 

On approaching him, the lines about his 
mouth and small cunning eyes seemed to 
contradict the notion of his age which his 
general appearance supplied, and one was 
compelled to admit that it was impossible 
to hazard a guess as to what might be his 
age, between twenty-five and forty. 

Leaning coolly on his pitchfork, he sur- 
veyed Mr. Hewitt with the manner of an 
equal and a familiar. The lawyer was 
evidently chagrined by the fellow's manner; 
but either not having the power to correct, 
or not being willing to make a fuss about 
so small a matter, he swung his slim 
umbrella, and tried to look indifferent and 
unembarrassed. As a variety to the swings* 
ing movement he placed the umbrella be- 
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hind him, and leaned heavily upon it, 
occasionally glancing at his watch, as if he 
had aa appointment, and was in a hurry to 
depart. 

*You were to have been here i' the 
momin'.' 

*Yes; but, confound it, haven't I told 
you I had to be at the Fiscal's all day T 

* Oh, it's of no consequence to me ; only 
I hope, now you've come, that you've 
brought the cash — because there'll be a 
blow up if it is not paid to-night, every 
farthing.' 

* Well, I have not brought it, and it 
can't be paid to-night, or to-morrow night 
either.' 

*Phew!' whistled the ostler; and he 
began to chew a straw, whilst he watched 
the discontented face of Hewitt cunningly. 

* Now, look here, Nick,' said the latter, 
familiarly persuasive : * get the old beggar 
to give me ten days longer, and he'll have 
all that he ought to get, and more. If he 
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blows upon me now— why, that will ruin 
me at once, and thai won't help you or him 
either.' 

Nick appeared to reflect, and then said, 
quietly : 

* All right, I'll see the old chap, and 
learn what he is going to do ; then I'll come 
round to you to-night/ 

' What time ?' 

* Twelve.' 

* That'll do. Kemember to tell him 
that he must wait if he wants to get 
anything.' 

' I'll tell him.' 

Mr. Hewitt, muttering something about 
expecting to see him at twelve, hurried out 
of the yard. 
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CHAPTEB XXII. 

OUBIOUS OBSEBYATIONS. 

Kate observed that Mr. Hewitt quitted the 
stable-yard with the gait of one who is 
much dissatisfied about something, whilst 
attempting, by holding his head higher than 
usual, to conceal the dissatisfaction. It 
was, in fact, the gait of a person who 
attempts to display perfect confidence by 
the assumption of a swagger and a bold 
look. Mr. Hewitt swaggered — that is, 
swaggered so far as the term might be 
applied to one who maintained always the 
bearing and manner of the strictest respecta- 
bility — and, either by accident or design, 
hia hat had been tipped a little to one side, 
which, as sometimes happens with such 
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trifling alteration of the arrangements of the 
dress, gave his grave subdued person a 
somewhat rakish character. 

Kate was struck by this singular change 
in one upon whose exertions the life of her 
husband depended; she was unpleasantly 
disturbed by the change, for, knowing little 
of the gentleman, she could not help feeling 
for the moment that the characteristics of 
the man about town were too easily assumed 
by the lawyer not to possess some inspira- 
tion from his real nature, which was totally 
concealed in the course of his business 
transactions. 

She had been struck, too, by the famili- 
arity with which the ostler had treated him, 
and the persuasive manner of Hewitt, as 
if he had been seeking some favour from the 
fast-looking personage, who displayed all 
the characteristics of the blackleg in his 
sharp cunning face. 

The low cunning of the fellow became 
all the more marked in the vicious grin 
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with which he watched Mr. Hewitt leave 
the yard. Then he tucked the pitchfork 
under his arm, and leering, as if with the 
greatest gratification at the thought of 
having * done ' some one, he made his way 
to the stable-door, where he entered into 
conversation with the coachman who had 
driven Miss Cargill into the city, and who 
was lingering about the stables to see his 
horses baited. 

All these things Kate noted with an 
attention the source of which, had she 
tried, she could not possibly have ex- 
plained ; unless it might be — as it certainly 
had been at first — that she felt her own 
future so depended on Mr. Hewitt that 
his every movement was of interest to her 
now. 

In a dreamy way she mentally asked 
herself what could have been the nature of 
his interview with that disagreeable cha- 
racter. Her cheeks glowed with the fancy — 
springing readily from the concentration of 
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her thought on the one subject — that the in- 
terview bore some relation to Jean Gorbal's 
fate, and that Mr. Hewitt, in his zeal for 
the cause of his client, had subjected him- 
self to the annoyance he had evidently 
experienced in the conversation with the 
ostler. 

Easton returned in anything but a plea- 
sant humour. Mr. Lyon had gone away 
ten minutes before she had reached the 
office. She had not followed him, because 
nobody had been able to tell her which way 
he had gone, or whether he had gone home 
or not. 

' Mr. Hewitt has just left the yard,* said 
Kate hastily; *run after him and ask 
him to spare me a few minutes of his 
time.' 

Easton went out — she did not run, how- 
ever — and she looked up and down the 
street. She did not venture beyond the 
door-step, for rain had begun to fall, and 
she had no intention of spoiling her bonnet. 
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or getting her feet wet. It was one of 
those sudden spring showers which are 
short and heavy while they last. 

She did not see Mr. Hewitt, but she did 
see a hansom cab driving o£f at fall speed, 
and running alongside the cab a ragged 
urchin, who was apparently trying to speak 
to the occupant. 

The occupant was Mr. Hewitt. He had 
just got into the cab, and as it started, the 
boy— who was now running by its side, 
straining his limbs to keep pace with it — 
had made after it with more than the usual 
eagerness of the street Arab who hopes to 
win a gratuity. 

* Got a bawbee, sir T shouted the lad, 
panting and breathless, whilst he strove to 
get sufficiently beyond the wheel to be able 
to see the gentleman inside. * Bawbee, 
sir?' 

The persistence of the lad attracted the 
lawyer's attention, and he leaned forward 
to look at him with some curiosity. 
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* Stand clear !' shouted the driver, 
flourishing his whip threateningly. 

Whether the lad was satisfied, by the 
glance he had obtained at the gentleman's 
face, that he was not likely to obtain the 
copper he sought, or was intimidated by 
the driver, he gradually slackened pace, 
allowed the cab to shoot ahead ; and as 
soon as it had turned the comer, he wheeled 
about, and retraced his way toward the 
Koyal George. 

Within fifty yards of that establishment 
he almost rushed into the arms of John 
Hadden, who, flushed with excitement, and 
a little out of temper, gripped him by the 
arm, and shook him savagely. 

* What were you after, Willie, lad ?' he 
said presently, in a kindlier tone than his 
look would have induced one to expect. 
* Why did you dart away from me without 
a word when I was going into the tailor's, 
eh, lad — what was't for ?' 

Willie Thome gave himself a shake, as if 
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to get his limbs into the position out of 
which they had been shaken by his 
patron. 

*What did I bolt for?' he said, some- 
what sulkily. * Because I saw the chap 
that hit me wi' his umbrella Monday 
week.' 

' Thunder !— where ?' 

^ Getting into that cab ye saw me running 
after.' 

' Eh — eh !' cried the detective, clutching 
his staff with the air of one beside himself 

with chagrin. * And why didn't you shout 

t 

to me instead of bolting off, as if you 
wanted to give me the slip ?' 

' I didna think o't.' 

* Did you see his face ?' 

^ Ay, but it wasna the face I kenned ; it 
was the back and shoulders — them I'd 
swear to — and the umbrella.' 

Mr. Hadden clutched his staff still more 
tightly, and seemed ready to perform a 
dance of despair. 
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* Thunder ! and I did not see him — but 
you would know him again ?' 

*Ay, onywhere/ 

' Would you know the driver of the 
cab?' 

* Ay, ony where/ 

* Come on, then ; I must get you into a 
suit of clothes, and then, if our bird's in 
Glasgow, we'll find him before he's much 
older.' 

Hadden conducted his protege to a cheap 
ready-made clothing establishment, where 
he obtained for him the requisite gar- 
ments. When he had been properly arrayed 
— having been allowed to wash himself 
in a little back room of the shop, Willie 
Thome presented the appearance of a 
smart lad, with a premature gravity of 
visage. 

Easton had remained at the door of the 
Royal George until Hadden and his little 
comrade had disappeared. She had ob- 
served Hadden hurry by the door, and 
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encounter the boy who had been mnning 
after the cab ; and as she had only a few 
days ago had some dealings with Hadden, 
she was interested — or rather her curiosity, 
which was a potent element of her character, 
was piqued — and in spite of the danger to 
her bonnet, she had remained at the door 
watching him, and even thrust her head out 
partly in the rain to obtain a last glimpse 
of him as he turned a comer. . 

Then she went back to her mistress with 
the information that her utmost exertions 
had failed to discover Mr. Hewitt. 

Eate impatiently looked at her watch. 

' He said he would be at his office in an 
hour, and it is nearly an hour since then. I 
will go there now. Do you know the 
place ?' 

* Mr. Hewitt's Y answered Easton in- 
differently. ' No, I don't know where it is, 
but Mr. Gargill will be here directly, and he 
will be able to tell you.' 

' My father coming here ? Then you 
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have told him!' exclaimed Kate, with a 
flash of displeasure. 

* I met him at the oflGice when I was 
looking for Mr. Lyon, and the minute he 
saw me he asked where you were. I 
couldn't tell him anything but the truth, for 
he'd have been sure ' 

* I would not have wished you to do 
otherwise.' 

* That was just what I thought, ma'am — 
miss, I should say,' continued Easton 
pertly, and by that apparent slip of the 
tongue reminding her mistress of her con- 
fidential position ; * and so I told him you 
were here, and he bade me say that you 
were not to leave on any account until he 
joined you.' 

Kate seated herself wearily : the reaction 
from the excitement which had supported 
her weak frame all day had begun, and it 
soon became evident that, even had she 
purposed to disobey her father's message, 
she would not have had the strength. She 
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was compelled to rest upon the couch. 
But she was reconciled to her position in 
some degree by the hope that her father 
would obtain for her the permission to see 
Tavendale she so much desired. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE MILLIONNAIBE^S DAUGHTEBS. 

She sat with elbow resting on the side 
of the couch, and her feverish brow on her 
hand. Her eyes were parched and aching, 
her pulse fluttering, and her whole strength 
so exhausted that she felt as if she could 
not move from the position she had assumed. 
But the sense of her bodily ailment was 
almost entirely lost in the bitter trouble of 
her mind. 

E as ton took advantage of her mistress's 
abstraction to quit the apartment in search 
of dinner, which all the trouble in the 
world did not seem capable of making 
her forget or neglect. 

Mr. Cargill arrived soon afterward, and 
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he entered the room, leaning heavily on his 
staff and the arm of his footman. Without 
apparently glancing toward Kate, he dropped 
on a chair by the centre table, and by a 
motion of his hand dismissed the attendant. 

A few minutes of silence, during which 
the shame-stricken man glanced slowly 
round the chamber. His eyes rested an 
instant on a large Chinese screen near the 
fireplace, and then passed on to his 
daughter. 

Her head drooped before him ; yet there 
was no anger in his glance. The rigid 
shrunken features betrayed neither wrath 
nor sympathy; but the bent form, which 
had previously been so erect, and the dull 
stolid eyes, which had only been a little 
while ago so keen and bright, indicated how 
much the man was suffering. How poor 
was all his wealth, now that it could not 
purchase any balm to soothe his agony ! 

* I thought you were to remain at home, 
Katie T he said, in a voice so feeble and 
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pitiable, that with a sob she half rose to 
throw her anus round his neck and comfort 
him. 

The tone and manner revealed to her 
bow dear she was to him in his distress. 
And yet he checked the movement of her 
affection by raising his hand, which dropped 
immediately on his knee like a lump of lead. 

* I am not going to blame you, my poor 
child/ he continued, in the same pitiable 
voice as before. * Heaven knows I am 
bitterly conscious that the blame of what 
you do, and of the affliction that has 
befallen you, rests upon myself. But it 
would have been wiser, I think, for Alick 
Tavendale's sake, had you obeyed me. 
Your marriage with him does not appear to 
have become known yet, and so long as it 
can be concealed, it will be one argument 
the less against him/ 

* I — I could not rest, father, knowing 
his cruel position. I should have gone 
mad had I remained at home. Ah, I am 
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indeed punished for deceiving you, since our 
marriage argues so fatally against his inno- 
cence. But is it so fatal that we must 
conceal it ?' 

* I do not know. I have consulted his 
agent, and he thinks that unless the revela- 
tion is unavoidable we should not make it.' 

Kate bowed her head, as an attendant 
appeared. 

* The young lady is here, sir.' 

* Bid her enter.' 

The door closed on the attendant. 

* Take a seat behind that screen,' Mr. 
Cargill said, with a shade of his old firm- 
ness in the command. '< You can hear 
what passes, but it will be better that you 
should not be seen at first.' 

Without seeking any further explanation 
of this singular command, Kate obeyed, and 
took a seat on a chair behind the screen. 

The rustling of her dress had scarcely 
ceased when Sarah Burnett was introduced 
to the chamber. 
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She remained standing near the door. 
She was pale, but self-possessed and respect- 
ful. The deep emotion she experienced in 
being thus brought for the first time into 
ijnmediate contact with her father was only 
indicated by the faintest tremor of her lips. 

* Be seated, Sarah Cargill,' he said coldly. 

She trembled at the sound of the name 
he had given her, but she made no attempt 
to respond. She took a chair close by 
where she had been standing, as if she did 
not think herself warranted yet in displaying 
any familiarity. Her humility appeared to 
displease him much, for he said sharply : 

' Come nearer, girl ! Are you a fool ? 
Come nearer ! Am I not your father T 

Still without replying, and trembling 
under his displeasure and the natural agita- 
tion with which her peculiar position in- 
spired her, she advanced to a chair almost 
within arm's reach of her parent. Her 
back was turned toward the window, so 
that unhappily he could not readily perceive 
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the agitation he caused her, else he might 
have spoken more mildly. 

*You have found your father/ he said 
sternly, ^hut you must learn that at the 
same time you have lost your liberty. I 
require implicit obedience from all who — 
who are connected with me.' 

Sarah acknowledged her readiness to 
obey by a simple inclination of the head. 
She had received a severe shock in the ex- 
amination she had undergone in the Fiscal's 
oflSce, and she had not yet recovered from 
its effects sufficiently to be able to conduct 
herself with her ordinary calmness — a calm- 
ness which supplied her character with a 
firmness equal to that of Mr. Cargill himself, 
in the days when he had felt himself furthest 
and safest from the exposure of the past. 

In the office Mr. Cargill, after his exami- 
nation, had been conducted to a seat close 
to Sarah ; and, as soon as the proceedings 
had finished, Mr. Hewitt had directed his 
attention to his daughter. The humiliated 
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millionnaire thanked him, and then told 
his servant to bring Miss Burnett after 
him. The accidental encounter with 
Easton had decided whdre the interview 
he meditated should take place. 

Now that she was before him, the un- 
reasoning passion which he felt at the 
thought that she was the primary cause of 
his exposure quickened the sense of his 
humiliation, and made him feel disposed to 
hate her. So, much of his old cold stern- 
ness returned to him. 

At the same time Sarah's consciousness 
of how little she merited unkind treatment 
from him stirred the pride of her heart, and 
did more to restore her self-possession than 
anything else she could have done. 

At this point there was little amiability, 
and no sympathy, in the regards which 
father and daughter fixed on each other. 

* Circumstances have violently altered 
my plans,' said the millionnaire at length, 
in a dry, severe tone. *You have been 
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defrauded of your birthright, of your 
name, and the position you should have 
occupied. That shall be amended in so 
far that from 'this date forth you are 
Sarah Cargill — the name, the fortune, all 
that I have to give, is yours.' 

' Oh, sir, I ' 

* Be silent, or at least reserve your thanks 
until you know how far they are merited. 
Understand me : all that I am now doing 
is done under compulsion, and, had cir- 
cumstances permitted; my daughter Kate 
would never have been dragged from the 
position I had given her to change places 
with you.' 

*I understand you, sir,' replied Sarah 
quietly. ' The act by which you deprived 
me of what belongs to me was a cruel and 
a guilty one ; but I know that, once com- 
mitted, you had no alternative but to carry 
out the deception to the end. Your position 
is too prominent to have permitted a volun- 
tary restitution of my rights, and in my 
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heart I wish that it had beeu possible to 
save your name from ignominy at the cost 
of any wrong to me.' 

This answer surprised the father, and 
agreeably, although he concealed his satis- 
faction, and continued coldly as before : 
, * I haye no right to your aflfection or 
esteem — I do not expect either ; but defer- 
ence and obedience I demand. At the age of 
thirty-nine, when my father died, I could not 
recall one occasion on which I had contra- 
dicted him, or interrupted him when he was 
speaking, as you have done — or of having 
passed judgment on his acts, as you have 
done on mine. These are facts for you to 
remember. Enough of them for the present. 
By to-morrow that portion of Mavisbank 
House which was formerly occupied by your 
mother will be prepared for your reception* 
Carriages and servants will be placed at 
your command, with such an allowance as 
will enable you to maintain your position. 
What introductions I may still be able to 
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give, yon shall have ; and as soon as this 
trial is oyer we will proceed to the Continent 
nntil time has, in some degree, smoothed 
the memory of this scandal. I need not 
warn you to be circumspect in your con- 
duct, as you will be the object of innumer- 
able curious and impertinent attentions. 
You will feel that for yourself, and you 
will act accordingly. What education have 
you received ? 

* Sufficiently good, sir, to prevent me 
disgracing the high position in which you 
wish to place me,' she rejoined modestly. 

* Can you ride ?' 

* No, sir ; not at all. But if necessary 
I will be a perfect horsewoman in six 
months, or break my neck.' 

' It is necessary to become a horsewoman 
and break nothing. These are trivial things, 
and can easily be managed. But what can-* 
not be managed easily is to enable you to 
bear against this horrible disgrace so that 
you obtain the proper respect due to your 
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position. With that we must deal as events 
shall dictate. A coward might send you 
abroad and hide his own head anywhere 
from the gaze of the world. But I am no 
coward, and I will brave the shame my own 
act has brought upon me« You shall su£fer 
no longer for my guilt. To begin with, you 
shall accompany me now to Mavisbank, and 
I will openly present you to the household 
as Miss Cargill.' 

The old man, proud still, even in his dis^ 
grace, had spoken with growing warmth in 
his resolution boldly to meet all the scorn 
that might be cast upon him. He rose from 
his seat and approached the bell, as if about 
to order the carriage at once for the journey 
to Mavisbank House. 

Sarah intervened. 

She had listened to her father with vision 
dazzled by the brilliance of the prospect he 
held out to her. It was to her the grand 
transformation scene effected by the magic 
of a fairy's wand, from the straits and 
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troubles of petty respectability to the ease 
and magnificence of unlimited wealth. 
But she kept strict guard upon her visage, . 
and revealed nothing of the real delight 
with which she viewed the future. She 
listened with an air of sorrow, as if the posi- 
tion were forced upon her against her will. 

* Will you permit me to say something, 
sir, before you summon your servant ?' 

* As you please.' 

* Then first, sir, believe me, I feel the 
generosity with which you are prepared 
to sacrifice your own feelings for my sake ; 
I feel it more than I can tell you. I am 
sensible of the many advantages you are 
about to confer upon me, although I would 
have enjoyed them more had they cost you 
less. I had no expectation of being received 
by you in this generous way, and therefore 
your proposition — or perhaps I should say 
your commands — falling upon me so sud* 
denly, and requiring such a total change in 
my life, confuse me a little, and .render it 
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difficult for me to see at once what course 
duty requires me to follow.' 

' Your duty is to obey me.' 

' Do not be angry with me, sir,' she said 
meekly, and drooping her eyes respectfully 
before his stem regard, * but you cannot — 
you must not forget that I have formed 
other ties before I was aware that I owed 
you any duty ; and these ties make some 
demand upon me, even as I know there are 
ties which make some demand upon you. 
The unhappy revelation of my true position 
has been violent and wretched enough, with- 
out our making it more violent by new in- 
justice to others.' 

* You speak boldly,' replied Mr. Cargill, 
with some asperity: 

* I hope not, sir. I hope I am only 
speaking truth which you must feel as well 
as myself.' 

With a curt motion of the head he seemed 
to bid her proceed. 

\ I trust you will see that, sir ; at any 
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I 

rate, I will try to show you that it is as 
much my respect for you as any other sen- 
timent which urges me to speak.' Sarah 
was gaining confidence as she went on, for, 
despite his evident impatience, she saw that 
he was impressed by the simple earnestness 
of her manner. 

He oflFered her no word of encouragement, 
however. He sat with his thin lips closed 
tightly, and brows knit, watching her nar- 
rowly. 

* You will forgive me, sir,' she continued 
in a subdued respectful manner, '^ if I begin 
by reminding you of — of Kate — my sister.' 

He started, then inclined his head, with- 
out speaking, 

* In your wish to repair the wrong done 
to me, you are — pardon me, sir, if the 
words seem disrespectful — you are forgetting 
what is due to her. You would take me 
io Mavisbank and present me to your house- 
hold as Miss Cargill, the future mistress of 
the establishment. By doing so, can you 
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not see in what a disagreeable position you 
place me with regard to her ? You submit 
her to the unpleasant comments and imper- 
tinent gaze of the few who may be from any 
cause indiflferent to her — there can be none 
who positively dislike her — and you submit 
me to the not less unpleasant contempt of 
the many who have good reason to love 
and respect her.' 

* There are none who dare question my 
decision,' he said drily. 

' Perhaps not, sir ; but there are a thou- 
sand ways in which people may show con- 
tempt for me without openly questioning 
your decision. But to that I can be wholly 
indifferent. All that people might look, or 
think, or say, I could pass unheeded, but I 
know that Kate could not. She would fret 
under it, and blame herself for anything that 
I might have to suffer. When people pointed 
to me as the mistress of the house — as one 
who had rushed into her position with the 
eagerness of a victor into a conquered fort — 
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she Tvould smart under it, because she has 
a good generous heart and would know that 
I was blamed in proportion as she was 
loved.' 

* And are you afraid of what people may 
say of you in reclaiming your proper posi- 
tion T he asked with a degree of contempt. 

* No, sir, I am not afraid of what anybody 
might say or think ; but I am afraid of 
what I might feel myself. And I know that 
were I to rush into your house I should feel 
like a vicious creature, that, happening to 
obtain a little strength, snatched at the nest 
of some simple bird and destroyed it. I 
am afraid of feeling that, sir, and until I 
know that my sister Kate is to be regarded 
as my equal in name and fortune — in all 
things — I will not, even for your command, 
sir, which I should be sorry to oppose^ move 
from my present position.' 

Again Mr. Cargill was surprised, and 
agreeably so. These were generous words, 
spoken by one who had been grievously 
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wronged, and from whom they could least 
have been expected. The bright flush on 
her pale face indicated the depth of her sin- 
cerity. Kate was very dear to him ; and 
if Sarah had been trying to gain his aflFec- 
tion and esteem, she could not have taken 
any more effectual method than this. 

Kate herself, who, with hands clasped on 
her knees, was listening to it all, was deeply 
touched by the expression of Sarah's sym- 
pathy. 

* Be satisfied,' said Mr. Cargill in a softer 
tone than he had yet used, although masking 
the comfort he experienced in her words — 
* be satisfied ; Kate shall be cared for as 
tenderly as you could wish. But how her 
future conduct may be regulated I cannot 
say until this unhappy trial is over.' 

^ Ah, sir !' exclaimed Sarah, with hands 
moving nervously, as if she longed to clasp 
her father round the neck and hug him to 
her heart, *you cannot know how much 
relief you have given me. You have, tooj 
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supplied me with one of the strongest argu-. 
ments for delaying my removal to Mavis- 
bank as your daughter. I know how much 
my sister has at stake m this terrible 
trial • 

^ You know !' he interrupted, half rising 
from his chair in alarm. 

^ Yes, she told me herself to-day ; and 
when you know how deeply I feel the 
trouble that has befallen her, you will not 
— you cannot ask me to add to her grief by 
any act of mine, or any act of yours that I 
may prevent.' 

* Yes — yes,' he muttered, shading his 
eyes with his hand. 

' There is one more argument, sir, why I 
should remain as I am for a little while. 
Mrs. Burnett ' 

^ Ah !' The ejaculation was sharp and 
spasmodic ; it indicated that all these years 
of separation had not wholly extinguished 
the power of the man's fatal passion. 

* Mrs. Burnett, the mother of Catherine, 
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and whom I have regarded and^ loved as 
my own untU withm a very few days^— 
Sarah's voice faltered here, and Mr. Gaxgill 
still shaded his eyes — * she is lying at the 
point of death. Would you have me neglect 
the sacred duty which calls me to her side 
at such a time as the present ? Surely 
not, sir.' 

* Sarah !' exclaimed Mr. Cargill, under 
his breath ; and his chin sank on his breast 
as he leaned back on his chair, thinking of 
the past, which had been resuscitated with 
so much bitterness. 

* She has done me grievous harm, de- 
ceived me when I trusted most,' he muttered, 
replying to his own thoughts ; * she has 
marred my life, and made my age a shame. 
But am I to be implicated ? She is dying 
— dying under the horrible disgrace which 
has fallen on Kate — our child, and through 
me alone the disgrace exists. At this hour 
what consolation might not a word from 
me bring her ?' 
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He rose hastily to his feet. 

* I will go with you/ 

Sarah seemed to be alarmed by this un- 
expected proposition. 

* You, sir ? Ah, no. Do not make 
yourself a witness of a spectacle that would 
trouble you always. Mrs.- Burnett lives, 
perhaps ; but all sense, every faculty of the 
mind has vanished. She could never recog- 
nise you, nor hear; and even if the past 
were so potent that your voice might recall 
her to consciousness, even for a moment, it 
would only be to kill her, sir ; for the shock 
would be much too great for her feeble 
frame to endure a moment after.' 

The tears in Sarah's eyes seemed to 
fascinate the man, and softened him to- 
wards her more even than her generous 
self-denial had done. He breathed with 
difficulty, and, extending his hands^ he drew 
her slowly to his side, then kissed her 
aflfectionately on the i^row. 

* Go then, alone, my child ; and give me 
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early tidings whether she is better or 
worse.' 

* Thank you/ she said, in a low tremulous 
tone, aflfected by the address *my child;' 
and drawing a long breath, she added : 
* my father.* 

There was a brief pause, during which 
the choking sobs of Kate would surely have 
been heard by Sarah, had her own thoughts 
and feelings been a degree less absorbed. 

' You are a good girl, I think,' said Mr. 
Cargill slowly, * and I may yet learn to be 
grateful that my sin has received its punish- 
ment, since I have found you.' 

* It shall not be my fault if you do not, 
father,' she answered simply. ' But for the 
present, my place is by the side of her who 
has been as a mother to me.' 

A soft hand was laid upon her arm as 
she spoke, and turning her head quickly 
she looked into the tearful eyes of 
Kate. 

* Your place is here, Sarah,' said the 
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sweet voice ; * my place is by the bed of my 
dying mother.' 

But, indeed, it seemed as if she needed 
some one to nurse her rather than she should 
nurse another, for she was so weakened by 
the mental and physical suffering she had 
undergone that she had only tottered across 
the room to speak, and at the moment she 
would have fallen had not Sarah's strong 
protecting arm encircled her waist, and 
supported her to a chair. 

* You must not think of that, Kate,' she 
said, in a low firm voice ; * you are quite 
unfit for such a task. You have already 
suffered too much. For Alick Tavendale's 
sake, for your father's and for mine, you 
must not kill yourself outright — nay, you 
shall not.' 

'But my mother — my own mother is 
dying !' cried Kate, sobbing bitterly ; * and 
I must go to her — I must speak to her.' 

' Alas ! that is impossible for the present,' 
interrupted Sarah, trying to soften the pain 
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she was compelled to cause; *you could 
not help her, and you would only add to 
your own distress. Dear Kate, you have 
been in the room — you have heard me. 
You know that I love you ; yield to me in 
this, then — at least, until you have obtained 
rest, or until I am able to send you tidings 
that you may^come.' 

* Sarah is right,' said Mr. Cargill huskily; 
* you must remain with me for the present.' 

* To-morrow ' began Sarah. 

'Ah, to-morrow,' interrupted Kate, wring- 
ing her hands, and raising her sad sweet 
face, as if in appeal to Heaven — * to-morrow 
she may be dead.' 

Sarah looked distressfully to her father, 
and he paced the floor, glancing frequently 
at Kate with an expression of intense fear 
and pain. At length he halted, and spoke 
resolutely : 

' Kate, you must submit to me in this. 
Your strength has been taxed far too much, 
and I begin to fear for your own safety. 
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You must go home with me to-night ; and 
to-morrow, if you are strong enough, I will 
myself take you to your mother.' 

Sarah made no comment upon this, but 
it was evident by the quick shade which 
flitted across her brow that she either did 
not approve of the arrangement, or doubted 
whether their coming on the morrow would 
be of advantage to any of them. 

Kate tried to stifle her sobs and dry her 
eyes, then feebly she placed her hand in her 
father's in token of submission. She did not 
even refer to her desire to see her husband 
that night, for she had become anxious for 
strength to accomplish the work of the 
morrow. 

Mr. Cargill ordered the carriage; and the 
brougham which had brought Kate to the 
city conveyed Sarah to Hill Street, whilst 
her father and sister were driven to Mavis- 
bank. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

A HEDIOAL OPINION. 

Sabah would have been scarcely hnman 
if her interest in Mrs. Burnett had been so 
intense as to exclude all other thoughts and 
sentiments save those appropriate to the 
death-bed of a frail creature who had sinned 
and who had been punished, 

The woman had wronged her deeply; 
and now that the restoration to her rights 
was at hand, she could not altogether repress 
the sense of exultation. She could not 
help, as she was being driven along in the 
brougham, lounging back on the soft seat, 
experiencing a warm glow of satisfaction at 
the thought that in a few days this vehicle 
would be at her command, with every 
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luxury her heart could desire. It was a 
dazzling prospect to one who, although 
unacquainted with positive want, had been 
compelled to let many little wishes go un-. 
gratified, and who had been compelled to 
learn the lesson of self-denial — ^it was a 
dazzling prospect for her, that in which 
pinching and calculation would be wholly 
unnecessary — when she would only have 
to wish to possess. 

But when the carriage stopped at the 
house in Hill Street she had commanded 
her features to grave calmness ; her eyes 
were a little brighter than usual, but that 
was the only indication of the pleasure she 
felt when she entered the house of death. 
The girl Susan had opened the door, and 
gazed in open-mouthed wonder at the grand 
conveyance in which her young mistress 
had arrived as it drove away. 

* Has anyone been here for me?' 
asked Sarah, as she passed into the 
parlour. 
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' Yes, miss ; Mr. Hewitt was here, and 
seemed to be very anxious to see you/ 

A sudden shade of trouble, or alarm it 
might even have been called, flitted across 
Sarah's visage, and she spoke quickly : 

^ Why did he not wait ?' 

' He said he couldn't ; but hell come 
back sometime this afternoon, when he 
must see you/ 

Sarah seemed to draw a quick breath, 
and then, as she proceeded to divest herself 
of bonnet and cloak, said quietly : 

* Has the doctor called T 

* He came just after you went out, and 
he did not look as though he was pleased 
with the state of the poor mistress. He 
came back again, and he's there now.' 

*Very well; I'll go to him. If Mr. 
Hewitt returns you can bring him in here, 
and call me.' 

On entering the invalid's chamber Sarah, 
with a quick glance, observed that no 
change for the better had taken place 
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daring her absence; indeed rather the 
reverse. 

Mrs. Bnmett lay on her back, her eyes 
closed, and the once fine features so sharp 
and rigid that but for the occasional 
spasms which passed over them, and over 
the whole body, one might have thought 
her already dead. But even with these 
pitiable indications of life, the face was so 
white and clammy with the perspiration of 
pain that it was more like death than 
life. 

Everywhere in the chamber were the 
signs of a severe illness : the close atmo- 
sphere, the many phials on the mantelpiece 
and the table, the basins and sponges, and 
the paper-covered glass in which lay half 
a dozen leeches. . 

By the head of the patient stood a woman 
of middle age — a nurse whom Dr. Mitchell 
had insisted upon calling in to the assist- 
ance of Sarah. The doctor himself was 
seated beside the bed, holding the patient's 
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wrist, and watching her with a gloomy 
expression. He rose as Sarah entered. 

* At last you have come/ he said gravely, 
shaking her hand. 

'I was detained mnch longer than I 
expected/ she answered, as if feeling the 
necessity of an explanation. Then, watch- 
ing him anxiously, she added, in a trembling 
voice, * Is she any better T 

The doctor shook his head despondingly. 

* She is worse,' he responded reluctantly. 
^ These spasms have recurred with alarming 
frequency since morning, and all that I have 
been able to do has failed to check them.' 

He stopped ; Sarah had gripped his arm, 
and turned her eyes to the invalid, who 
had moved and uttered a low moan. 

* She has heard you/ 

* I wish she had,' replied the doctor, • for 
that would be the best possible symptom. 
We shall see.' 

He advanced to Mrs. Burnett, and, 
taking her wrist again, he felt the pulse, 
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whilst he watched her with the profoundest 
attention. Then he gently raised the lid 
of one of the eyes, 

The eye was glazed and stony, reflecting 
no ray of intelligence. 

* Judge for yourself,' he said, in a low 
voice ; ' take her hand and speak to her. 
Your voice will rouse her, if any human 
sound can.' 

Sarah, with a cold shudder, approached 
as directed, took the nerveless hand in hers, 
and bending down so that her mouth was 
close to the ear of the invahd, murmured : 

* Mother, it is me, Sarah — ^your own 
Sarah. Speak to me — ^give me some sign 
that you hear.' But the features remained 
rigid ; not the faintest breath or sign be- 
tokened intelligence. 

* You see,' said the doctor, after a long 
pause, during which the signal of hope was 
eagerly looked for, * I told you how it was.' 

' My poor mother !' exclaimed Sarah, 
low and huskily. ' Is she in pain, sir ?' 
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^ At this moment 9 no/ 

Dnring this trial the nnrse had passed 
over to the fireplace, and after looking at 
the little gold watch which hnng on a 
mahogany stand, proceeded qnietly to pre- 
pare a mixture from one of the phials. 
She touched the doctor on the shoulder, 
and he took the glass from her. Then he 
desired Sarah to stand aside whilst he 
endeavoured to coax the draught down the 
insensible invalid's throat. He told her 
that he was about to administer a powerful 
potion, and that if it failed, he could do 
nothing more. 

Sarah, as if willing to escape the spec- 
tacle of the administration of this forlorn 
hope, passed over to the window, not 
sobbing or uttering any sound, but gently 
wiping her eyes with her handkerchief. 

Then she looked out upon the street, 
and saw the lamplighter speeding on his 
task, and as the jets of light sparkled forth 
on the pavement, she saw men and women 
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hurrying on their various ways- It seemed 
strange that none paused to look at the 
house where the last act of the sad tragedy 
of a life was being played out. 

What else did she think about whilst the 
woman who had wronged her, and who had 
yet given her so many proofs of maternal 
tenderness, lay there dying ? Did she 
regret her? Did she not think of the 
brilliant future which had that day been 
opened to her, and upon which she was so 
speedily to enter ? Who can tell ? 

She turned quickly at the sound of the 
doctor's voice. 

^ She has swallowed it ; that is so far 
good. If in four hours she has not made 
any movement, we will give her another 
draught of the same potion. If in four 
hours after that she has still shown no sign 
of consciousness, we will give her a third, 
and then ' 

* And then ?' said Sarah quickly, as the 
doctor paused. 
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He made no answer, but slightly turned 
away his face from her eager inquiring eyes. 

*I understand your silence, doctor/ 
she murmured brokenly, * for I remember 
that even when you first saw her you said 
she was lost.' 

* Scientifically, yes, perhaps. But I do 
not despair even yet.' He was evidently 
speaking rather to soothe the daughter's 
affliction than out of any great faith he had 
in the result of his labours. ' Only last 
year I witnessed a case of paralysis almost 
exactly similar to this. A great and sudden 
calamity occurred — ^the man was stricken 
down ; and yet, after lying for more than a 
week in an insensible condition, he re- 
covered, and is alive yet, although he has 
lost the use of his left side, and his mind is 
somewhat weakened.' 

' Ah, that is what I dread almost as 
much as her deaths that she should live, 
and yet be dead to us. But is there no 
hope that she will recover, even for a little 
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while — recover suflficiently to be able to 
recognise those around her, and speak to 
them, however briefly ?' 

Sarah put the question with strange 
eagerness— the eagerness not so much of 
dread that such an event was beyond hope, 
but rather of some inexplicable fear that it 
was not beyond hope. This peculiarity of 
manner was very sUght, however ; it was 
not observed at all by the doctor, and it 
was doubtless produced by the peculiarly 
mixed feelings of her present position in 
regard to the dying woman. 

*It is ,not easy to say,' rejoined the 
doctor thoughtfully. ' This malady some- 
times disappoints the most careful calcula- 
tions one way or the other. To-morrow 
she may be attacked with delirium, which 
might give her mind temporary strength.' 

' Then she would speak T 

* Certainly ; but that state would not 
heighten the prospect of her recovery.' 

* And — and would she have reason — I 
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mean intelligence enough to recognise any- 
one — to remember anything of the past T 

' Very possibly/ replied the doctor, eying 
his questioner curiously ; * but why do you 
ask?' 

' Because I wish her to see Mr. Cargill 
and his daughter Catherine/ returned Sarah 
quickly, ' and one word from her to him 
would serve me greatly/ 

' I understand/ Dr. Mitchell was a 
friend of Mr. Hewitt's, and had been made 
acquainted with the main facts of Sarah's 
circumstances. * Well, I can promise you 
nothing. The probability is as strong 
against you as for you. But do not leave 
her, for if sense does return, it may be no 
more than a flash, which will vanish im- 
mediately. You must try to profit by it, 
brief as it may be.' 

' Thank you.' 

' I have three visits to make,' he added, 
looking at his watch. ' I will come back 
about twelve o'clock/ 

VOL. n. 23 
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The doctor departed, and Sarah, with 
troubled brow, took the seat he had lately 
occupied by the bedside. Mechanically her 
eyes followed the noiseless movements of 
the nurse, and then reverted to the white 
clammy face on the bed, from which they 
quickly started again, as if the sight were 
too much for her to bear. 

She seemed to sit there rather as in 
stem submission to duty than one swayed 
by the love which lingers over the last 
moments of the loved one, and holds the 
last moments more precious than gold. 
By-and-by she began to look anxiously at 
the watch on the mantelpiece, and as the 
hours passed a shade of impatience over- 
spread her countenance, and did not leave 
it until, just after ten o'clock struck, 
Susan brought her the intelligence that 
Mr. Hewitt had arrived, and was waiting 
in the parlour. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

A BAD LOOK-OUT. 

Mr. Hewitt was sitting in the comer of the 
parlour farthest from the door. One leg 
was crossed over the other, his arms were 
folded on his breast, and his hat was drawn 
down over his nose, whilst he leaned back 
on the chair. 

The attitude was much the same as that 
of a defiant member of Parliament listening 
to a severe exposure of his own failings. 
It was a singular attitude for one of his 
placid nature ; for he was reputed to be 
such a very steady gentleman, and so self- 
possessed, that nothing short of an earth- 
quake could have drawn emotion &om him, 
and not even an earthquake would have 
roused him to any display of passion. 

23—2 
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Yet here he was in a decidedly melo- 
dramatic attitude, as if prepared to defy fate 
itself; and when Sarah softly entered the 
room, and closed the door after her, he 
threw up his hat with a jerk, revealing % 
face flushed as with chagrin and rage. 

Sarah had seen much more of the inner 
character of her betrothed than anyone else 
—except, perhaps, his mother, and even 
she had been surprised by his conduct of 
late — even she thought that something 
like an earthquake had happened, or was 
about to happen immediately, and that 
its rumbling was already sounding up from 
the depths underground. 

Sarah halted when she had reached the 
centre of the apartment, and gazed upon 
him inquiringly. 

For an instant he seemed abashed by her 
gaze, and half ashamed of his bearing of 
mock-heroic despair ; then he sprang to his 
feet^. One stride brought him to her side. 
He seized her in his arms, and gave her 
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a somewhat rough spasmodic sort of 
hug. 

As if he were half ashamed of that, too, 
he released her instantly, and retired a pace, 
with hands clasped tightly behind him, ap- 
parently thinking it necessary to hold them 
fast there, lest he should be tempted to 
repeat the embrace. 

During all this Sarah had only continued 
to stare at him, trying vainly to discover 
whether she might attribute his strange 
conduct to an unusual indulgence in drink, 
or to some calamity. 

* Don't look at me that way,' he said, 
avoiding her eyes, * I'm half crazed as it 
is, and you'll make me whole crazed 
presently if you go on staring.' 

His voice was husky, and scarcely raised 
above a whisper, but it was perfectly dis- 
tinct ; and his manner showed drink was not 
the cause of his condition. 

She laid her hand on his shoulder, 
and in her slow firm way, that had 
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something of masculine self-possession in 
, it, said : 

* What is the matter, Laurence ? Did 
I do or say anything wrong to-day ?' 

* No, no — not so far as I know/ he re- 
sponded, changing his position uneasily; 
* you did everything as it should have been 
done, and said everything as it should have 
been said, so far as I saw and heard. 
That's not it.' 

There was bitterness in his tone, and she 
was still more perplexed. 

* Sit down there, and I will tell you all 
that I did and said when you neither saw 
nor heard. Sit down.' 

He obeyed awkwardly, and she took a 
seat by his side. Then she narrated all 
that had occurred at the Boyal George, 
without omitting the slightest detail. 

She spoke with the intention of relieving 
him and giving him time to collect himself. 
She achieved her object completely, for the 
cloud cleared from his brow as she pro- 
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ceeded to state how jfreely and promptly 
her father had decided upon restoring her 
to her true position. But the cloud gathered 
again when she told him how, for pro- 
priety's sake, she had desired a slight delay 
in the open declaration of her birthright, 
and how her father had acquiesced. 

'That was all as I expected it would 
be,' he said, with a breath of relief when 
she had finished; 'all as I expected^ but 
not the delay. Still, even that may be 
managed.' 

He added the words reflectively^ as 
one who is seeking a way out of a diffi- 
culty. 

' It could not have been arranged other- 
wise without much annoyance to me, and 
some doubt being cast upon me. I do not 
see what there is to be managed.' 

Quiet and most business-like her tone, 
without the slightest note of passion that 
might betoken love. 

* Umph ! everything has to be managed, 
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and particularly so at this stage of our 
affairs.' 

^ Explain, if you please, as that will 
doubtless enable me to understand your 
singular excitement/ 

* Singular, indeed, you may call it ; but 
you — only you — ^have seen it. None other 
ever could; and even from you it would 
have been hidden, were it not that we are 
bound together by ties that no power on 
earth can break. No power — ;save death.' 

It would have astonished the gentleman's 
clients and the officers of the . court if any 
of them had obtained a glimpse of the livid 
passion on grave respectable Mr. Hewitt's 
visage at that moment. Even Sarah shrank 
slightly from him ; there was something so 
terrible — something so deadly in his ex- 
pression. 

* I never saw you like this before,' she 
said in calm rebuke, recovering from her 
momentary timidity. 

* No, and never will again, I hope ; for 
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I have nerves of iron, Sarah, and can bind 
down my tongue and face, although my 
heart be bursting. No, you never shall see 
me like this again — so don't trouble yourself 
about it ; only it is rather hard when one's 
finger-tips are touching a great, a grand 
prize, to see the prospect of some con- 
temptible little hitch in one's arrangements 
snatching it away for ever, without being 
permitted to vent one's heartache in a 
groan.' 

' Yes, it is hard ; but, you see, I do not 
understand you yet.' 

' No, of course not. I will explain. I 
have told you that I am in debt. I am 
deeply in debt, and yet my wide circle of 
respected patrons would swear that I am 
incapable of owing any man a farthing ; but 
I do owe a good many farthings.' 

' Yes,' slowly and thoughtfully. 

* But they must not know it. None must 
know it but you and I, and my debtors. 
Well, I have made some unlucky specula- 
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tions on * — on the turf he was going to say, 
but altered his mind — * on various promising 
affairs which have failed. Now, there's 
one old fellow — a Christian, but harder than 
any Jew I ever heard of — who lent me a 
couple of thousands for these speculations. 
He is not a nice character ; he has a good 
deal to do with betting and that sort of 
thing, and to be known to be connected 
with him would be utter ruin to me, and 
would do you no good, if it did not do you 
some harm.' 

*Well, do not let your difficulty be 
known.' 

'Yes, but there's the bother. The 
infernal fellow wants his money — ^wants it 
now, and must have it by twelve o'clock 
to-morrow, or else he will expose me.' 

Sarah's dark lashes drooped over her 
eyes, and he watched her intently. 

' Well ?' she said at length. 

'Well,' he echoed impatiently, 'you see 
the scrape; can you think of no excuse 
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by which you could get Cargill to advance 
that snm at once T 

^ None at present ; but by half-past eleven 
to-morrow I shall have found some means 
of meetmg the difficulty.' 

Hewitt, with another stiff spasmodic 
movement, hugged her to his breast. She 
disengaged herself gently, and said, in a low 
but less hard voice than before : 

' There is a probability that Mrs. Burnett 
will recover consciousness, and speak, before 
she dies.' 

Hewitt started, and livid passion flashed 
in his face again. He rose, paced the floor, 
then sat down, and they talked together for 
an hour. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

UNDER THE SHADOW. 

At half-past ten on the following morning 
Mr. Cargill arrived with Kate at the honse 
in Hill Street. 

They were about to be conducted to the 
parlour y but the millionnaire desired to 
be taken at once to the invalid's chamber. 
They were at the door, when it opened 
suddenly, and Sarah appeared. She closed 
the door behind her, keeping her hand upon 
it whilst she motioned the visitors back with 
an expression of terror on her face. 

The movement of Sarah's hand, the ex- 
pression of her face, and the quivering of 
her lips affected Mr. Cargill and Kate as 
with a shock of terror ; for to them these 
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signs seemed to declare at once that they 
had arrived too late ; and they drew back 
accordingly, alarmed and silent. 

The millionnaire, already overwhelmed 
with the sharp pangs of the shame that had 
come upon him, was at first like one stupe- 
fied. He was confused by Sarah's signal, 
or rather by his own interpretation of it, 
and he felt stunned with an undefinable 
sense of a great and unexpected loss. 

Kate only clung the more tightly to her 
father's arm, and gazed with weary anxious 
eyes at Sarah. 

* Is she — ^is she gone ?' asked Mr. Gargill 
presently, in a quivering voice. 

* No, not yet,' answered Sarah, in a whis- 
per. Her bearing was collected, although 
her eyes were very red. There was no 
danger of any outburst of grief on her part ; 
whatever she felt, she held it down. Her 
grief was not for the common eye to gaze 
on. 

* Not yet,' echoed Kate feebly, whilst her 
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bonny fawn's eyes lighted with a gleam of 
hope. ^ Ah, then, we are not too late. I 
will see her — she will speak to me.' 

She stopped, observing Sarah's head 
moving slowly in token of sad negative. 

* Alas ! no, Eate ; I am afraid yon hope for 
too much. Try, try, my sister, to find 
strength. I cannot, I dare not hide the 
truth from you — it would be useless.' 

' Speak.' 

^ She is still insensible ; the doctor has 
no hope that she will be able to speak or 
recognise anybody before — ^before she passes 
away.' 

Sarah turned away her head, as she quietly 
drew her handkerchief across her eyes. 

Eate and her father drew breath ; and 
then the latter, whilst he gently patted the 
head which sank hopelessly on his shoulder, 
spoke with the air of one who rises calmly 
above a sea of troubled emotion, rendered 
almost insensible to his own pain by the 
spectacle of others' sorrow. 
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' We came, Sarah Gargill, as soon as your 
messenger reached us. I tmst yon have 
not, ont of any mistaken kindness, delayed 
sending until every chance of Kate obtaining 
one look from her mother is lost T 

Sarah seemed to be distressed even by 
the very mild reproach his words implied. 

* I have watched all night, sir — ^watched 
without ceasing for any glimpse of returning 
consciousness. I kept the messenger ready, 
so that at the first sign I might send for 
you. But she is now in the same state as 
she was yesterday morning, and as she has 
continued to be ever since. I sent for you 
this morning because the doctor has, for the 
fourth time, administered a powerful stimu- 
lant, in the faint hope that it may revive 
her for even a moment.' 

*When will the success or failure be 
known?' 

* By twelve o'clock ; it is now half-past 
eleven — two hours and a half since the 
draught was administered, and only a few 
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minutes now will suffice to show the 
result.* 

' Perhaps I had better see her at once/ 
said Mr. Cargill, after a moment's reflection. 
* The sound of my voice may help the 
doctor's drug in its work. If she can hear 
at all, if she retains the least sense, my 
voice will rouse her.' 

Sarah stepped from the door, with a look 
of doubt and dissatisfaction. 

* You can try, sir, if you think so ; but I 
would rather that you waited till twelve 
o'clock — besides, I desire to speak to you 
immediately on a subject of great import- 
ance to myself.' 

Mr. Cargill had taken a step toward the 
door ; but, as frequently happens with men 
of stem nature, the calamity which had 
befallen him had left him weak and inde- 
cisive, so that when Sarah suggested that 
he should wait, he hesitated. Formerly, 
he would have decided yea or nay in an 
instant, and waived all opposition aside. 
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* You want to speak to me/ he said, fal- 
tering, and looking wistfully at the door ; 
' what is it ?' 

* One moment, sir, and I will explain.' 
She went into the sick-room, noiselessly 

opening and closing the door. 

Mr. Cargill turned his eyes sadly to Kate. 
She had sunk on a sofa, and her head was 
drooping on her breast. She had slept little 
during the night, and it seemed as if the 
intense suflFering her cruel position induced 
would prove too much for her feeble consti- 
tution. Her husband in gaol, with the 
shadow of the gallows looming darkly over 
him, and her mother on the threshold of 
death, without one word or look for her child 
—it did indeed seem as if the burden were 
too great for her young shoulders to bear. 

That was the thought which flashed 
through the man's mind as he looked at her 
now ; and it added another drop of gall to 
his already bitter cup. 

Sarah returned. 

VOL. II. 24 
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* There is no change yet/ she said, hastily 
answering his inquiring gaze. * If Catherine 
will remain here, the doctor will acquaint 
her when Mrs. Burnett makes the least 
movement.' 

A motion of the head was all the token 
Kate gave of assent. 

* Will you come with me, sir, and I shall 
explain the matter I referred to ?' 

And Sarah, with a soft sigh and a pitying 
sympathetic glance toward her sister, con- 
ducted her father to the parlour. 

He sat down, as weak and helpless almost 
as Eate herself, and with a vacant hopeless 
look in his pale sunken eyes. 

* Tell me what it is you wish, Sarah,' he 
said abstractedly ; ' but be as short as you 
can, and if anything can wait for a — ^for a 
few days, spare me the trouble of listening 
to it now.' 

Sarah silently bowed her head, and her 
eyelids with their long black lashes drooped 
over her eyes. She took a letter from her 
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pocket, read it, and then crampled it ill hei^ 
hand, as if it had annoyed her. Then in a 
low steady voice : 

* Yesterday, sir, when you told me that 
your wealth, your name, and all that yon 
had to give were at my disposal, I refdsed 
to accept anything for the present.' 

* Yes,' he answered mechanically. 

* I must withdraw that refusal — ^I must 
ask your help. Believe me, sir, it is not 
on account of myself that I do this, but for 
another.' 

' What other Y 

' I will spare you all details at present, 
sir, as you desired ; indeed, it is better that 
it should be so — better that I should not 
explain why I am compelled to ask you 
to help me, at least until — until Mrs. Bur- 
nett ' 

He winced, for he divined that the * other' 

on whose account Sarah spoke was the 

dying woman. In that way he finished the 

broken sentence. 
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'What help do you want?' he said 
huskily ; ' tell me that, and leave explana- 
tions for another time/ 

She hesitated, and then with sudden re- 
solution, * I want you, sir, to give me two 
thousand pounds/ 

He looked up with a ray of the keen 
business man's curiosity in his eyes. 

' What for ?' 

' I thought you did not care to know why 
just now. Shall I tell you ?' 

A timid knock at the door, and the girl 
Susan appeared. 

* You're wanted, miss, if you please.' 

* Coming in a moment.' The girl retired, 
and Sarah went on : 'It is a matter which 



may 

' There, there,' he interrupted, ' I don't 
want to know anything about it — ^perhaps 
she has recovered consciousness now. Let 
us go to her. When do you want this 
money ?' 

* Now.' 
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* I have no cheque-book with me. I will 
send it to you this evening/ 

* I have got a stamp, sir, and you can 
write an order for it. The man to whom it 
must be paid will be here before three o'clock/ 

He wrote the order hastily, placed it in 
Sarah's hand, and hurried with her back 
to Kate. 

As they entered the room the door of the 
bedroom opened, and the doctor beckoned 
to them. 

* She has moved,' he whispered ; ' she 
may recover for an instant before the end. 
If you wish to see her alive you had better 
come in now.' 

Sarah's lips closed tightly as with a 
spasm ; Kate started to her feet, and clutching 
her father's arm, was supported by him into 
the sick-room. It was a pitiable first meeting 
with a mother insensible, and past all hope 
of restoration to the world — a first and last 
meeting, in which the grief of a life was 
concentrated. 
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Eate closed her eyes ; the first glance at 
the haggard corpse-like face on the bed made 
her heart bound as if it were about to burst. 
It seemed to rise to her throat, choking her, 
and she could not speak, or cry, or look. 

Her father held her tightly to keep her 
from falling, whilst he with horror-stricken 
visage gazed dumbly on the wreck of the 
woman he had once so madly loved. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

RECOGNITIONS. 

Sabah advanced to the bed, and taking the 
attenuated hand of the dying woman, 
looked earnestly into the clammy face. 
Then she tamed away with subdued sobs. 

The sound of Sarah's grief roused Eate. 
She opened her eyes, and there was in them 
a wild dazed expression. Then, with a 
sharp cry of pain, she sprang to the bed 
and threw her arms round the body, no 
pulse of which throbbed at her touch or 
voice. 

* Mother — smother ! it is I, your child — 
your own child ! Speak to me one word- 
give me one look before you leave me !' 

But there was not the faintest movement, 
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and the daughter's head sank on the 
mother's breast, with bitter tears and sobs. 

Slowly, and with the bearing of one in a 
dream, Mr. Cargill approached the bed, and 
the nurse moved away to make room for 
him by the invalid's head. Gently he took 
the moist hand between his own — still in a 
dreamy half-unconscious manner. But as 
soon as he had pressed it earnestly, some- 
thing seemed to quicken him to a recog- 
nition of the position in which he stood, 
and, bending down, he spoke fondly in the 
woman's ear : 

' Sarah — Sarah [! can you not hear me ? 
Has my voice no power to pierce this cruel 
insensibility ? Sarah, it is I, Eobert Car- 
gill, who speak to you.' 

There was no immediate sign that she 
heard or understood anything; and the 
stillness of the chamber of death was broken 
only by Kate's sobs. 

^ Sarah,' he said again, and his voice 
trembled this time — * can you not hear me 
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yet ? Sarah — give me some sign that you 
know me !* 

Another brief space of breathless waiting 
for the sign, and it came. As if the voice 
had travelled a long way to reach her, 
several minutes had elapsed when the hand 
he was holding trembled, and then the 
fingers closed on his with spasmodic force, 
and as if she feared to lose it. The muscles 
of the face quivered, and she drew breath 
quick and gaspingly. 

At last the eyes — dull dazed eyes with 
no light of intellect in them — were slowly 
opened. But they rested neither upon the 
yearning face of Kate, nor the worn de- 
spairing countenance of the millionnaire. 
Quite vacantly they stared straight up at 
the canopy of the bed, and what thought 
the sound of his voice had recalled had 
wandered away to the old time, years and 
years ago. 

' She may recover yet,' said Sarah, 
clutching the doctor's arm eagerly. 
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He shook his head gloomily. He conld 
give no encouragement to such hope as 
that. 

* She may speak ; she may even recog- 
nise you and her friends yet ; but it is only 
the last flash of the light before it sinks 
altogether.' 

Her lips were moving even now, as if 
she were trying to speak ; and there was a 
hoarse suffocating sound in her throat at 
every breath, as if something there stopped 
the passage of air, and intimated how near 
was the end. 

The doctor moistened her lips with some 
liquid, and it seemed to soothe her. The 
lips moved more freely after that, and Mr. 
Oargill bent his ear close to them and 
listened eagerly to discover what they were 
trying to say. At last he thought the 
words were : 

* Where is she — she — my child ?' 

* She is here.' 

His voice seeiaed to have more effect 
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upon her this time than before, and her 
brows became feebly knit as if she were 
trying vainly to recollect something. But 
the shade passed in an instant, leaving the 
visage clammy and blank again, with the 
big vacant eyes staring upward. She re- 
peated her question, however, and now it 
was loud enough for the others to hear. 

* Here is your daughter,' said Mr. Oargill 
huskily, and placing Kate's hand in her 
mother's. 

Mrs. Burnett feebly drew her hand away, 
and the lips moved as with repugnance. 

* No, no ! my own child — ^my baby, ' she 
said, in a feverish whisper, which became 
stronger as she proceeded — ' my baby that 
he wanted to take from me. Where is she ? 
He did not get her — ^I would have it — I 
would not give him my child. Oh, he was 
cruel, cruel, and I loved him so ! — but he 
did not get my child — no, no.' 

* Alas ! she is still delirious,' sobbed 
Sarah. 



124 A HARD KNOT. 

* Was he not cruel in his love T Mrs. 
Burnett went on, with her sad glazed eyes 
peering into the dark past. ^ He said I 
deceived him — I, who loved him more than 
my own happmess— I, who sacrificed every- 
thing that a woman cares about, for his 
sake ! Cruel, cruel !' 

If she could only have seen how the old 
man's head was bowed in shame and re- 
morse-if she could only have guessed how 
every word stung him to the quick as he 
stood there listening and humbled ! 

' He called me false,' she moaned — 
* false ; and he pointed to my own brother 
as the man for whom I had deceived him.' 

' Your brother !' he cried, struck with a 
new pain. 

As if she had heard and comprehended 
that he was near, she slowly made answer : 

*Ay, my own brother, who had come 
back from India with wealth to oflFer me a 
home, and who, discovering what I had 
become, spumed me from him. And 
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Eobert, too, he would not listen, he would 
not accept any explanation. He called me 
false, and he, too, spumed me. My God, 
my God ! I was punished for loving that 
man !' 

Her voice faded away as the millionnaire 
shrank back in horror at the denunciation 
of his own iniquity, at the revelation of the 
double wrong he had done her. 

Her breathing became more rapid and 
difficult, and as life ebbed from her the 
memory of years of su£Fering flashed through 
her mind, bringing a momentary flush to 
the white cheeks, making them look so like 
hfe that it was hard to believe death was so 
near. 

*I have waited, Eobert, waited a long 
while — ^years, it seems to me, I have waited 
for your coming. Will you never come 
again ?' 

* Ay, Sarah, I am with you now,' faltered 
the man, giving her his hand. 

* At last,' she said, but without moving 
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her body or looking at him ; and althongh 
she addressed him, it seemed rather as if 
she saw him at a great distance from her 
than as if she were conscious that he was 
standing by her side — ' at last you have 
come, after aU this waiting ; but you are 
not going to take my child from me ? No, 
you will not do that; for I cannot take 
another's to my arms and fondle it, and be 
kind to it, whilst I have been robbed of my 
own — ^not even when you wish to do it that 
our child may obtain a high position in the 
world. What do I care for position ! My 
child is all the world to me.' 

* She is here beside you now. Can you 
not see her ?' 

^ Alas, alas !' cried the unhappy woman, 
as if stricken with pain ; ' you will not 
listen to me — ^you will not listen. Ah, 
Eobert, remember our child will become a 
woman by-and-by. Who knows but she 
may demand from me an account of the 
past ; and what would I say — what would 
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you say ? And Jean Gorbal I ah, those 
letters, those letters I' 

Her voice became suddenly sharp, and 
even shrill , whilst some inspiration of alarm 
gave her ' unexpected strength, and with an 
afirighted look on her haggard visage, she 
partly raised herself on her elbow. Mr, 
CargUl hastened to support her. 

' Will he get them from her Y she cried ; 
and here Mr. Cargill had an instinctive 
feeling that the pronoun did not refer to 
him ; * will he force them from her ? I 
told them the truth; they turned on me 
and would not believe ; they pretended that 
I was trying to deceive them again for my 
child's sake. Yes, my own child turned 
upon me, scorned me, and cursed me — ay, 
cursed. Ah, hush ! do not let anybody 
know about that — my child cursed me. 
Oh, Kobert, forgive — ^forgive me ! I had not 
the courage to resist your command, nor 
the strength to obey it, and — and ' 

As she faltered confusedly over the last 
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word, the door opened quietly, whilst the 
clock was striking twelve, and . Mr. Hewitt 
appeared. 

Mrs. Burnett's eyes rested on him, and 
for the first time intelligence shone in them. 
A cold shiver aflfected her whole body. 
The past had sunk from her, and she was 
conscious of the present. Kaising herself 
with a strength that amazed all who saw, 
she extended a shuddering arm towards the 
lawyer, and with a gasp as if her lungs 
cracked in the effort, she moaned : 

' Assassm !' 

That was all. Her whole strength had 
been concentrated in the effort she had 
made, and instantly she sank back. 

There was a brief interval of silent 
amaze at the strange salutation Mr. Hewitt 
had received. That gentleman himself had 
only raised his eyebrows and looked at 
Sarah ; then he gravely advanced and drew 
her apart, as if to proffer his sympathy in 
that moment of trial. 
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Mr. Cargill turned slowly to Mrs. Burnett, 
and he looked on ^ corpse. 

He sat down on the chair which had 
been placed for him previously— sat down, 
holding the dead woman's hand, his eyes 
fixed upon her, and he became almost as 
cold and rigid as the one on whom the 
shadow had fallen. 

The majesty of death hushed all tongues, 
and Mr. Hewitt's presence even was for- 
gotten. 

The nurse was the first to move, and she 
gently drew Kate away from the bed, and 
into the other room. The doctor, as if re- 
minded of his duty, hastened to attend to 
Mr. Cargill, and in some alarm discovered 
that he was in a swoon. 

* Fetch some water !' cried the doctor, 
whilst with rapid fingers he unfastened the 
cravat and shirt-collar, and tore open the 
vest of his new patient. 

The doctor, with Mr. Hewitt's assistance, 
carried the unconscious millionnaire out of 
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the room. Then, by the prompt admmistra- 
tion of the proper restoratives, Mr. Cargill's 
senses were restored. 

As soon as the doctor had brought him 
to that state, he turned his attention to 
Eate, who was at present folded in Sarah's 
arms, silent and tearless, whilst Sarah tried, 
in the midst of her own grief, to whisper 
words of comfort and hope. On this occa- 
sion, as much as any other, Sarah displayed 
that quiet firmness of character for which 
she was remarkable, and which rendered 
her invaluable as a nurse. Happen what 
might, Sarah never lost her presence of 
mind. 

When Mr. Cargill opened his eyes they 
met those of. Mr. Hewitt, who was bending 
over him. 

* Are you better, sir T asked the lawyer. 

* Better,' he repeated, looking about him 
as if unable to understand the circumstances 
of his present position ; and then with dark- 
ening face he remembered all. \ Yes, thank 
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you/ he said feebly, ' I am better. Did 
you come here to see me, Mr. Hewitt ?' 

' No, sir ; I was transacting some busi- 
ness for Mrs. Burnett — important business, 
which compelled me to intrude upon Miss 
Sarah, even at such a time as this/ 

Sarah herself advanced and whispered in 
her father's ear : 

* He came for the money, sir.' 

'I understand — you will explain about 
that by-and-by , Sarah. Have you any fresh 
tidings for us in regard to your client — ^my 
nephew ?' 

* I am sorry to say no, sir/ 

* Ah, well ! ah, well ! do what you can ; 
spare ntf labour that money can pay to save 
him.' 

* Depend upon it, sir, I will do all that 
can be done.' 

' Thank you.' 

Mr. Cargill rose, assisted by Mr. Hewitt 
and Sarah. Beleasing himself from them, 
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as if ashamed of his own weakness, he 
turned to her. 

*You will see to everything that is 
needed here, Sarah, and to-morrow I will 
come to you again, or I will send for you to 
come to Mavisbank. Kate/ 

He tottered to her side and offered his 
arm. It was evident what a mighty effort 
of the man's will was required to sustain 
him on his feet, with all the assistance of 
his staff. 

A slight bend of his head to the doctor, 
and leading Kate he passed out. Mr. 
Hewitt hurried on before to open the door 
for them, and to assist them into the 
carriage. 

'Mr. Lyon's, Woodlands Boad,' Mr. 
Cargill said to the footman ; and the latter 
repeated the direction to the coachman as 
the carriage drove off. 

* Lyon's !' muttered Hewitt, raising his 
eyebrows, as he stood lingering his watch- 
guard, and observing the receding car- 
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riage. ^Perhaps he has discovered some 
evidence that may be of service ? No ; 
it is merely the order to see the prisoner 
they want/ 

And with a reflective manner he re-entered 
the house. 



CHAPTEE XXVin. 

THE CHASE. 

Baffled at every hand apparently, all help 
refused him by Mr. Lyon, and even his 
devoted admirer, Inspector Speirs, disposed 
to sneer at the sudden change of his tactics* 
John Hadden was as near the zero of despair 
as it was possible for one of his sanguine 
temperament to be. 

Thereupon he partook of a sumptuous 
repast in the nearest hotel, which happened 
to be in Buchanan Street. Willie Thome, 
somewhat awkward in his new garments, 
and not quite reconciled to a clean face and 
kempt hair, was seated at the table opposite 
his chief, and in silent delight devoured the 
good things which were placed before him. 



THE CHASE. 135 

He was even content to wash his face once 
a day for such fare as this. 

As for Hadden, he ate placidly, and with 
the enjoyment of a philosopher, although a 
somewhat nervous one. And as he ate he 
felt his courage revive. 

* Ah, Willie !' he exclaimed, * folks haven't 
quite understood yet how much a satisfied 
stomach has to do with heroism.' 

Willie nodded, although he did not see 
the least connection between the dinner and 
the remark. However, he thought it was 
safe to nod and look knowing, which per- 
mitted him to proceed with the dinner with- 
out offence to his master. 

Hadden had been out with his protege late 
the previous night, and he had been out 
with him again since an early hour that 
morning, hunting for the driver of the cab 
without success. But now he was already 
planning the next route they should take. 

He would not be beaten. Obstacles 
should only quicken him to renewed exer- 
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tion. He had placed the life of an innocent 
man in jeopardy, and he would save him 
yet. He had six days left still, and what 
might not be accomplished in six days by a 
man of energy T 

He summed up the whole position. In 
what respect had he failed ? Were the 
deductions from his observations in the 
house at Port-Dundas wrong ? No. Was 
his theory false? No. Where had he 
failed, then ? 

* Tavendale is surrounded by the most 
unlucky circumstances,' he muttered, clasp- 
ing his hands round his knee and rocking 
his body to and fro ; ^ but he is not the man. 
Let me see, now, who are the parties inter- 
ested in Jean Gorbal's death. First, Mrs. 
Burnett, to hide her shame from Sarah and 
the world, and to ensure her daughter in 
the position she had no business to occupy. 
Well, Mrs. Burnett didn't do it. Who 
next ? Cargill himself — to save himself 
from the risk of such an exposure as has 
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just taken place. But he did not do the 
work ; true, he might have hired some one ; 
and supposing he could have found an 
elegant young man with an umbrella, and 
who smoked Havana cigars with an amber 
mouthpiece, possessing all the rare qualities 
of coolness, cunning, and foresight, which 
this criminal certainly possesses — supposing 
he. could have found such a man for his pur- 
pose, would he not have relieved himself of 
one accomplice to place himself in the power 
of a more dangerous one T 

Hadden paused an instant to review that 
proposition, and then— 

^ Bah ! Cargill is a man of the world, and 
would never be guilty of such folly. Then 
comes Tavendale, the husband of Catherine 
— ah, that's the worst of it ! he learns that 
she is not the great heiress he bargained 
for ; that she is about to be exposed to the 
world as an impostor, a usurper — to be 
dragged down from the high position of a 
millionnaire's heiress to that of — well, to 
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say the least, the daughter of an unfortunate 
woman. Umph ! yes, I can't shut my eyes 
to it ; he had certainly strong motives for 
the crime/ 

Hadden here changed his hands from one 
knee to the other, and proceeded, whilst 
Willie Thome, satiated and half-stupefied 
with over- eating, sat staring at his master, 
and occasionally at the table, with a dis- 
position to pocket the remains of the ample 
dinner. 

* Try back. Jean Gorbal, who was so 
ready to serve Cargill, would be just as 
ready to lend her services to anybody else 
for anything else by which she could make 
a few pounds without much labour. Well, 
then, why should it not have been on ac- 
count of some other affair altogether that 
she was — removed ? As likely as not ; and, 
if Heaven pleases, I shall be glad if Mactier 
comes back and blows to the wind my fine 
explanation of the cause of the crime. Yes, 
I will submit to be laughed at, will submit 
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to be mocked at as an old fool, and I will 
say my presumption has been lightly 
pmiished if they turn me out of the force, if 
at the same time they will only rescue Alick 
Tavendale from the hangman's grip/ 

He suddenly dropped his foot to the 
ground, and drawing out his big pocket- 
handkerchief, blew his nose with such a 
sonorous ring that Willie started from the 
doze into which he had been falling, and 
uttered an astonished * Eh ?' 

^ Those papers,' muttered Hadden, not 
heeding his 'protege : < if it had been another 
affair, why should those papers have been 
burnt ? A person interested in another affair 
would have no desire to bum them. It 
won't do ; there's nothing for it but to get 
to the bottom; there's something in it I 
don't and can't see. But I will see it 
before I've done.' 

He jumped to his feet, summoned the 
waiter, and settled the bill. 

' Come, lad !' 
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Willie reluctantly got out of the easy- 
chair in which he had settled himself, and 
followed his patron. They re- visited several 
of the cab-stands which they had inspected 
on the previous night. They made a tour 
through innumerable public-houses, and 
particularly all those in the neighbour- 
hood of the cab-stands. Still without 
success. 

At length, as they approached the rank 
which had been the last they had visited 
the night before, when they had found more 
than half the cabs knocked off for the night, 
or out with fares, WilUe seized his master's 
arm. 

^ That's him !' he said briefly. 

He pointed to a cabman in a jerry 
hat, who was just crossing from the rank 
to the Tron Arms tavern, at the door of 
which were grouped a number of * cabbies,' 
discussing the latest sporting news, badness 
of fares, and the general ill-treatment their 
class received at the hands of the public, 
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which, with their misrepresentation by the 
press, was a growmg and unendurable 
evil. 

Hadden darted forward, and just as the 
man Willie had pointed out had pushed open 
the door of the bar, and was about to enter^ 
he tapped him on the shoulder. 

'Hallo !' cried the cabman, looking round, 
and then mistaking his accoster's object — 
' I'll be with you in a minute, sir ; just 
come off a long journey, and I am cursed 
thirsty.' 

He was about to dive into the bar after 
that explanation, when Hadden stayed him 
by taking a firm grip of his arm. 

' What's the matter ?' growled the man, 
inclined to become ill-humoured by this in- 
terference with the acts of a free -drinking 
Briton. 

* Well, if you are so very thirsty as to 
lose your temper over it,' said Hadden good- 
humouredly, ' come on and I'll stand 
treat.' 
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*Will you though, old boy?' cried the 
man, his vexation vanishing. ^ Come on, 
then ; you're the right sort !' 

They entered ; a proper supply of whisky 
was obtained and paid for by Hadden. The 
cabman drank to his liberal customer's 
health, and then wiped his mouth with the 
back of his hand, and with the air of one 
refreshed. 

* Where is't you want to go to, sir ?' he 
said, after exchanging a few words of banter 
with a smart barmaid. 

^ You'll have to tell me that.' 
*Me? maybe you'll tell us how that 
happens ?' 

* You took up a friend of mine near the 
Koyal George yesterday afternoon, about 
five o'clock*' 

* Did I ?' — and the man appeared to 
reflect by setting his head to one side, and 
observing his companion from the comers 
of his eyes. 

* Yes ; I've lost the address he gave me, 
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and I want yon to drive me to the place 
yon set him down at.' 

' Eh, do ye T 

' Jnst so, and there's a half-sov. when 
yon land me.' 

*0w, a half sov./ repeated the man 
slowly, and now eyeing the coin; *what 
might he be like ?' 

Hadden qnietly retnmed the coin to his 
pocket, and very delicately passed his finger 
over his nose. 

* You're a smart chap — what's your name ?' 

' Joe Torry, and I'm no ashamed o' it/ 

*Glad to hear it. Now, then, you re- 
member passing the Koyal George yester- 
day?' 

' Surely,' was the answer, with a degree 
of shyness, for the man guessed that there 
was more in this than a stranger trying to 
find a lost address. 

* And you took up a gentleman about fifty 
yards on this side of the George ?' 

' I did.' 
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' What was he like V 

* Tallish chap rather, wi' an umbrella.' 

' That's the man. Come on, lad ; take us 
to the place, and 111 make it a whole 
sov.' 

Joe Torry was not proof against such a 
temptation as that, so he hastily finished 
his whisky and hurried oflF to his horse. 
The nose-bag was removed in an instant. 
Joe mounted to his seat, and drove over to 
the kerb where Hadden and Willie were 
waiting for him. 

They took their places, Joe cracked his 
whip, and away they went at fiill speed, 
the detective's pulse throbbing with impa- 
tience. He had picked up the clue again, 
and it should go hard but he would follow it 
to the issue without pause or new blunder. 
On rolled the cab, and Hadden's spirts rose 
at every pace the horse made, for it was 
bringing him nearer, nearer to the guilty 
one — nearer, nearer to the rescue of the 
innocent. There could be no missing of 
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the way this time ; the course was clear, and 
he was driving straight to his object. 

The cab stopped in front of a quiet-look- 
ing house, the blinds and all the windows 
of which were carefully drawn, as if some- 
body lay dead or dying within. 

Joe had sprung from his box as Hadden 
stepped out. 

' This is the house, sir, the gent went into.' 
Hadden looked up : it was Hill Street, 
and the house the man pointed to was Mrs. 
Burnett's. 

He stared at the house, then he stared at 
the man, and stared at the house again. 

* You've made a mistake, my man,' he 
began feebly, conscious that his head was 
beginnmg to reel with the bewilderment and 
confusion of his thoughts; -'that can't be 
the house.' 

Joe looked at him with a scowl, for he 
suspected at once that this was a ruse to 
save the promised reward. 

' Maybe it canna,' he responded surlily ; 
VOL. II. 26 
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* but this is where the chap stopped me, and 
that's the door he went in at. I saw him 
go as I was driving off, and I saw the lass 
that let him in ; and when a chap says a 
thing, he ought to stick to it/ 

Hadden did not take the hint conveyed 
in these last words. He had produced his 
handkerchief and was busy wiping the cold 
perspiration from his face, staring hard at 
the house -door. 

' Willie,' he said, turning to his protege^ 
who had not got out of the cab yet, and 
showed no desire to do so, *you can stay 
where you are. Joe Torry, you'll wait.' 

* Surely, if you say it.' 

Hadden advanced to the door and knocked. 
The girl Susan, after the lapse of a few 
minutes, appeared, with very red eyes, as if 
she had been crying a good deal. 

* Eh, what's the matter, my lass ?' he 
queried. 

*0h, Mr. Hadden, the mistress — the 
mistress is gone !' 
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' Gone !' echoed Hadden, his hair seeming 
to rise on end with the alarming reflection 
that he was to encomiter some new and 
disagreeable surprise at every step. 

* When did it happen V 

' This forenoon, sir. Will you come in, 
sir?' 

* No, thank you, I won't go in just now j 
you can say I was here, and that I'll come 
round in the morning. By the way, was 
there a gentleman here yesterday evening ?' 

* Yes, sir, the doctor.* 

* Anybody else ?' 

* No, sir — oh yes, Mr. Hewitt was here.' 

* About what time Y 

* A little after five, sir ; he came first, and 
then, as Sarah wasn't at home, he went 
away, and came back later in the evening.' 

* Did he come in a cab ?' 

* The first time ? Yes, a hansom, same 
as that there.' 

* Thank you. Say that I'll be here to- 
morrow.' 

26—2 
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And Hadden slowly re-entered the cab, 
but his hands were working feverishly with 
his staff. 

* You haven't said where to, sir/ said Joe, 
breaking in upon his bewildered reflections. 

* George Street,' he answered, with 
a start — * George Street : I don't know 
the number, but I'll stop you when you 
come to the place/ 

' All right.' 

' All wrong,' muttered Hadden^ as the 
cab moved away ; * but we may as well run 
to the end of the tack. It's another miss, 
but at any rate I can have a talk with him 
over the affair.' 

With that reflection^ he leaned back and 
tried to compose himself till he reached the 
end of the journey. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

JOHN HADDEN IN A MAZE. 

As the hansom whirled along the streets, 
Hadden experienced a sensation of giddi- 
ness in the head and uneasiness in the 
stomach, which made him wish sincerely 
enough that he had never risked his peace 
of mind in becoming a detective. What 
were all the petty triumphs he could make, 
compared with the misery of the thought 
that he brought an innocent man to the 
scaffold ? 

At present his position was a most un- 
happy one. First, he was convinced of Alick 
Tavendale's innocence, yet he had supplied 
the chief proof which was to condemn him. 
A^ain, he had tracked a man upon whom 
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he had fixed suspicion, and lo ! this man 
proved to be Tavendale's agent, and the 
betrothed husband of the girl who was 
precious in Hadden's eyes as a daughter — 
Sarah. Certainly, Mr, Hewitt could have 
nothing to do with this wretched affair. 

He signalled to the driver when they 
were opposite the lawyer's office, and as 
soon as the cab had drawn up to the pave- 
ment he jumped out. 

He bade the cabman wait, and he took 
Willie with him upstairs to the ofl&ce. 
Hewitt's very sharp boy with the very 
short legs was, as usual, perched on the 
stool with the long legs, and dismounted 
with a spring when Hadden entered. 

* Mr. Hewitt's engaged, sir — ^par-tic-u-lar.' 

' Very well ; I'll wait.' 

And he waited accordingly for half an 
hour, fidgeting about the place in a restless 
fashion, to the great amusement of the 
sharp boy. 

Willie planted his back against the wall, 
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and, with his hands behind him, stood there 
alternately on each foot. His quick eyes 
y followed the movements of his patron curi- 
ously, and occasionally glanced at the office- 
boy, as if wondering what he could find to 
do on the top of the high stool. 

* Look here, my man ; you'd better tell 
Mr. Hewitt that I'm waiting,' said Hadden, 
at length. 

* Yes, sir.' 

But at that moment the voices, which 
hitherto had been heard only in a dull drone, 
out of which no words could be distinguished, 
rose to a louder key. 

*You must do as I say, or go to the 
devil !' exclaimed Mr. Hewitt's voice angrily, 
and both the anger and the words disturbed 
Hadden ; for it was not customary with 
Mr. Hewitt to display anger with anyone, 
least of all to a client, and the advice which 
he had just given was scarcely of a purely 
legal character. 

*You know it is not me that presses 
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you/ answered a sharp voice, with a 
slightly nasal twang. I wondn't do it 
myself, nohow. But the old chap says he 
has waited a good while now; two thou- 
sand's only half, and he wants to know 
Where's his security for the other half T 

* I'm going to be married, and he shall 
have it the day after — curse him !' 

* Amen ! I'll see how he takes it.' 

The door of the inner room opened, and 
a slim short man came out. He was 
stylishly dressed, with white hat, blue coat, 
velveteen vest, and trousers fitting tight 
about the knees ; in his blue-spotted scarf 
was a large pin, the head of which repre- 
sented a horse at full gallop, and gave the 
key-note to his character — his style was of 
the turf, and manner and dress were dis- 
tinctly ' horsey.' 

He was the ostler of the Eoyal George. 

Hadden's eyes opened, and he nodded to 
the man, whom he had known as mixed up 
in various turf speculations of anything but 
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a satisfactory nature. The fellow was in- 
deed pretty well known to the force as 
Nicol Ogg, alias Dandy Nick, who, although 
he had never been entrapped in any unfair 
dealing, was suspected to have a close 
intimacy with those who considered every- 
thing fair on the turf. 

Ogg nodded familiarly and passed on; 
hut Hewitt, who came out immediately after 
him, looked for an instant confused on 
observing Hadden. Then, quickly recover- 
ing, he said, in a tone of friendly warning : 

* You must arrange your affairs as I have 
explained, or else I can do nothing for you, 
and it will be useless coming to me/ 

*A11 right,* said Nicol Ogg; and in a 
knowing way he winked and nodded. 

Although Hadden's back was turned and 
he could not observe this little by-play, 
WilUe did. 

When the door closed upon Ogg, Mr. 
Hewitt turned to Hadden and shook him by 
the hand, apologizing at the same time. 
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'That is one of my most troublesome 
customers,' he said, leading the way to his 
private room. *I need not mind telling 
you that his transactions are none of the 
cleanest. He makes a great deal of money, 
and he has been good enough to select me 
as his agent. I consented, after some hesi- 
tation and consideration, and the result has 
been that I have no end of bother with him.' 

* Yes, he's a queer chap.' 

y So queer that I fairly lost my temper 
with him just now; and I have told him 
that unless he places his business on a 
better footing I will have nothing to do 
with him or his affairs in the future.' 

' Quite right.' 

* Have you been waiting long ?' 

* No ; only a few minutes.' 

* The boy ought to have told me you 
were here. You would have relieved me of 
my client sooner,' and Mr. Hewitt laughed 
drily. ' But now that he is gone and you 
are here, is there anything I can do for you ? 
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Do you come upon poor Mrs. Burnett's 
business V 

* No, no ; not exactly. You see this lad 
here — ^well, I've taken an interest in him, 
and I've got a fancy to put him in a lawyer's 
office. I thought you could help me in 
that. Come here, Willie, and let Mr. 
Hewitt have a look at you.' 

Willie had halted near the door, and 
beside a small hat-stand, in which were a 
Malacca cane, silver-mounted, a plain black- 
thorn, and a. slim silk umbrella. This latter 
object he was quietly examining when he 
was told to advance to the solicitor. He 
obeyed instantly. 

* A sharp-looking lad,' said Mr. Hewitt 
patronizingly, ' and I dare say he'll make his 
way- So you would like to be a lawyer, 
my lad T 

* I dinna ken,' said Willie honestly, 
thinking probably of the execrations he had 
always heard vented on lawyers amongst 
his acquaintances. 
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* He'll have to go to school for a few 
months first/ interposed Hadden hastily; 
* only 1 should like your advice on the sub- 
ject, whether you think it would be worth 
while setting a lad like him to learn lawyers' 
business. 

* Why not ? The work is hard, of course ; 
but to a lad who is steady and persevering 
there's as good an opening for him in our 
profession as in any other. In fact, it is 
not the business or profession a man chooses 
that enables him to get on ; it is his own 
industry and adaptability to the course he 
has chosen ;' and Mr. Hewitt looked as if 
he would say, ' Begard me, and see what 
industry can do.' 

* Thanks, Mr. Hewitt ; I agree with you, 
and I suppose I may count on your helping 
me to get him a place when he's ready.' 

'I shall be happy to do anything for 
you, Mr. Hadden.' 

' Thank you again ; that's just what I 
expected from your good-nature.' 
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* Oh, it is nothing — nothing. Very 
happy, I'm sure, to be of service to you.' 

'That's kind. I was wondering if I 
could get him into your old office, Martin 
and Holroyd's. By the way, were you at 
Mr. Holroyd's on Monday evening last 
week ?' 

* Monday evening last week,' repeated 
Mr. Hewitt reflectively — ' Monday evening 
— oh dear, no ; I recollect now, I was at 
the theatre with two friends of mine — 
Mackie and Duncan Milne/ 

* Of Cargill and Company's ?' 

* The same/ 

' Ah, I think I have seen them ; I only 
asked if you were at Holroyd's because a 
friend of mine was there, and I wanted to 
know if you had met him. However, about 
the lad ; if you think you could get him 
into Martin and Holroyd's office ' 

' I think I can almost promise you a 
place for him there/ 

' I shall be under a great obUgation. I 
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won't take up your valuable time any 
longer. Good-afternoon, and thank you 
again. Come, Willie.' 

Mr. Hewitt made a pretence of regretting 
that he was hurrying away so soon, but in 
the same breath declared that he was so 
busy he did not know how he should acquit 
himself of his multifarious engagements. 
Hadden was pleased to learn that he was 
so busy, and would not on any account 
waste another moment of his time. So 
whilst talking he stretched out his hand to 
lift his blackthorn staff from the stand, but 
accidentally took the umbrella instead. He 
did not appear to observe his mistake, and 
Mr. Hewitt certainly did not observe it, or 
he would have referred to it. 

Before they had reached the foot of the 
staircase Hadden gripiped his protege by the 
arm. 

* Now, Willie, lad, think well before you 
speak — was that the man you saw going 
into Higgin's Close ?' 
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' That was the chap^ I'm certain sure, 
though he hadna got the same clothes on ; 
and that was the umbrella he hit me wi' 
that you've got in your han'.' 

Hadden looked at the umbrella, and ex- 
pressed no surprise at the mistake he had 
made ; but a sharp twinge of alarm passed 
over his face as he looked at the ferrule. 
It was a patent ferrule, exactly the same as 
that of the umbrella he had found in Taven- 
dale's lodgings. 

He advanced quickly to Joe Torry, who, 
observing him approach, began to unfasten 
the nose-bag from his horse's head. 

* Did you see a little man with a white 
hat and a blue coat come out ten minutes 
ago ?' 

* Do you mean Dandy Nick ? Ay, I saw 
him and spoke to him. He's just gone 
round the corner yonder.' 

' After him, quick ! I must speak to 
him/ 

Hadden and Willie jumped into the cab ; 
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Joe mounted to his perch and drove off in 
pursuit of the sporting gentleman. The 
latter had turned into Queen Street, and 
they overtook him at the comer of Ingram 
Street. 

He was not a little surprised, and even 
startled, when the cab pulled up short 
beside him. Joe hailed him, and Hadden 
sprang out, seizing him by the arm. 

* What's up ?' he asked, as if he were half 
inclined to run for it. 

* Nothing — ^nothing particular, that is — 
only I want to speak to you,' panted 
Hadden ; and then, putting his arm through 
Nicol's, he directed the cabman to follow 
slowly, and walked on with his companion, 
who did not seem to be delighted by this 
condescension, for his mind was busy 
searching for any event which might have 
brought him within the reach of the 
law. 

* I won't keep you many minutes, Ogg,' 
said Hadden confidentially; 'I only want 
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to know how much he's owing yon, and what 
it's for.' 

* Who's he ?' queried Ogg slily, 

* Hewitt, of course.' 

' Oh, him — he's not ' 

' Stop ! he's paid you two thousand ; 
how much more is it ? You see I know 
something of the affair ; and now I'll tell 
you why I want to know the rest. He is 
likely to need help. I'm going to help him, 
but first I must understand the whole 
business. Go on ; how much more is 
it?' 

Ogg hesitated, furtively eyed his com- 
panion, and then, as if determined to relieve 
himself of all suspicion, spoke : 

' It's two thousand more.' 

' That's four thousand altogether — a good 
round sum. How did he get so deep in 
your books ?' 

* It's not my book at all.' 

* Stop ! I know one or two things about 
you, Ogg ; shall I tell you what they are ? 

VOL. II. 27 
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Here goes. First, you play at ostler at the 
Boyal George, In that position you are 
ahle to lay your hands easily on any green- 
horn who may have a few hundreds to enter 
on a good tip for the next race. You pro- 
vide the good tip, and pocket the few 
hundreds on the sly; making helieve all 
the while that you never touch a farthing 
of it, and shoving your old father forward 
as the scapegoat. In his name you win 
money and lend money, and screw money 
out of the unlucky wretches who drop into 
your spider's web. Now you see that 
there's no use keeping up the sham with 
me, for I know all about it. How did it 
happen ?' 

*Easy enough,* returned Ogg sullenly, 
* and fairly enough. He's been playing 
the fine gent for the past year ; he dropped 
a lump on the last Derby and the last Good- 
wood — not through me. If he'd minded 
what I said to him he wouldn't have lost a 
rap — but he wouldn't mind me, and he lost. 
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He had to pay, and he borrowed from — my 
friend.' 

* Just so. Go on !' 

*Well, he's been keeping things afloat 
with bills, but he hasn't been clearing any 
of them off ; and as I heard he was getting 
deeper in the books of everybody he could 
borrow from, I advised my friend to look 
sharp after hisself. He's been doing that, 
and so he's managed to get the draft for 
two thousand.* 

' A draft — are you sure it's genuine ?' 

* Ogg was startled by the suggestion, and 

ft 

clapped his hands on his breast as if he had 
been struck. A pocket inside his velveteen 
vest contained various valuable scraps of 
paper. 

* He wouldn't try anything of that sort,' 
growled Ogg, with blanched face and blue 
lips. 

* I don't suppose he would ; but you had 
better let me have a look at the paper.' 

* Come in here, then.' 

27—2 



i64 A HARD KNOT. 

All thought of hiding Hewitt's secret from 
Hadden had vanished from Ogg's mind 
when he heard that so much was already 
known to him ; but if it had not it would 
have disappeared now, at the suggestion of 
a trick in the payment of his mon^y. 

They entered a tavern, obtained a private 
room, and Ogg immediately produced from 
his secret pocket the order. Hadden ex- 
amined it, and groaned inwardly when he 
saw it was signed by Mr. Cargill and genuine 
— for the letters Sarah had shown him had 
made him acquainted with the millionnaire's 
writing. There was. only one channel through 
which Hewitt could have obtained this ; and 
Hadden felt his head reel again with the 
confused doubts and suspicions suggested to 
him by the various discoveries he had made 
that day. 

* Is it all right T asked Ogg anxiously. 

' All right.' 

Ogg snatched it back, and replaced it in 
his pocket. 
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* That's satisfactory anyhow,' he said, with 
a breath of relief, * and I expect there'll be 
more in the nest this egg came from. He 
says he's going to be married, and he'll 
square up the day after. Is that true ?' 

* I dare say it is, but I wouldn't say any- 
thing about it, if I were you. Keep it to 
yourself, and make as much as you can out 
of it.' 

' I take you; let the others look out for 
themselves.' 

'Do you think he owes much besides 
what he is still indebted to you ?' 

* Can't say, and don't care. Should think 
he's in a pretty desperate pass, or he wouldn't 
be 00 eager to make me keep my mouth 
shut — that is, I mean^ to make me make 
my friend keep his mouth ' 

' I know — I know about that. Did he 
ask you to keep these transactions quiet ?' 

* Ra-ther ; he said it would ruin him if 
they were known, and that wouldn't suit 
me, nohow.' 
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* I understand, and I too would advise 
you to keep quiet about it. Don't tell him 
that you have spoken to me even — at least 
until I see you again ; and that will be in 
a day or two/ 

* A bargain's a bargain, and you'll keep 
mum about me — eh T 

* If I can — yes/ 

They parted good friends; Hadden had 
re-entered the cab, and drove next to the 
office of Messrs, Cargill and Co., in St, Vin- 
cent Street. The clerks had all gone, and 
the porter was locking up the place. 

From the porter Hadden, with the help 
of half-a-crown, obtained the addresses of 
Mackie and Milne. To the lodgings of the 
latter, in Portland Street, he proceeded first. 

Milne was at his tea^ and Hadden was 
admitted to the parlour, where he was pre- 
sently joined by the gentleman he had come 
to see. Hadden apologized for intruding, 
and stated that a matter of importance, 
which he could not at present explain 
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required him to ask Mr. Milne several 
questions. 

Milne was puzzled, but, being a frank 
easy gentleman, he bade his visitor go on, 
and he would answer him to the best of his 
ability. 

'Were you at the theatre on Monday 
evening last week ?' 

Yes ; he had been at the theatre on that 
evening with Frank Mackie and Laurence 
Hewitt, the lawyer. They had at first pro- 
posed to get Alick Tavendale to accompany 
them, but on calling at his lodgings he re- 
fused. They had started for the theatre. 
On the way they had met Hewitt. They had 
adjourned to a tavern and sat drinking to- 
gether for a good while, and then Hewitt 
proposed that they should all go to the 
theatre together. They agreed. 

* Did you remain ^during the whole per- 
formance T 

' We did not wait for the last farce.' 

' Was Hewitt with you all the time ?' 
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* Yes ' — hesitating and trying to remem- 
ber. ' By Jove, I got so muzzy with 
drinking beer and wine that I can't exactly 
remember. I have a dim sort of an idea, 
though, that he went out for a while and 
left us there. Yes, he did. I remember 
now. Frank wanted to go for some more 
beer, and asked where Hewitt was; and 
as he hadn't returned, we went into the 
refreshment saloon without him.' 

' What time might it be when he left 
you?' 

' I'm hanged if I can remember that. I 
think it was somewhere about the end of 
the first or second act, and he did not come 
back till the end of the play. Frank will 
perhaps remember better than I do, I was 
so confoundedly muddled.' 

' Thank you ; I will call on Mr. Mackie. 
In a day or two I shall be able to explain 
why I have given you this trouble.' 

And Hadden retired, his face alternately 
dark with frowns and lit with excitement. 
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He called at Mackie's, saw him, and 
received much the same statement as that 
he had obtained from Milne — with the dif- 
ference that Mackie was almost positive 
Hewitt went out at the end of the first act 
and did not return till the play was over, 
when he told them that he had come during 
their absence at the refreshment saloon, 
and had gone out again to look for them. 

* There's the alihi if it were needed,' 
groaned Hadden, as he was driven away. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

IMPORTANT EVIDENCE. 

When Mr. Cargiirs carriage stopped at the 
Sheriff's house in Woodland's Road, Kate 
had arranged with her father that he should 
permit her to see Mr. Lyon alone in the 
first place. So he remained in the car- 
riage, lying back on the seat, and completely 
hidden from casual observation, whilst she 
entered the house. 

She was immediately conducted to the 
library, where she found Mr. Lyon standing 
on the hearth, looking with an anxious 
expression towards the door. 

* Miss Cargill,' he said, in a low voice 
that did not seem to be quite steady, as he 
bent his head. 
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Never in her happiest days had she ap- 
peared to him more beautiful than now, with 
the shadow of her great sorrow on her face. 
Her eyes, bright with the traces of recent 
tears, shone with generous resolution and 
confidence. He felt that, gentle, timid as 
her nature was, it had the strength to ac- 
complish a great duty, out of that simple 
faith in truth which is the basis of the 
noblest heroism. 

With a quiet dignity she advanced to 
him, extending her hand, which he pressed 
respectfully. 

* We are still friends,' she said, with a 
sad smile. 

* Always friends,' he replied, handing her 
a chair. 

She seated herself, Mr. Lyon remained 
standing. 

You know why I have come ? — to ask 
you to prove yourself my friend, and help 
me. I have come to you because I know 
you are my friend, to confess to you that 
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which I concealed at our last meeting — 
when — you remember ' 

* Yes, I remember all/ he said huskily. 
She had been too much agitated herself 

at first to observe his agitation; but she 
observed now how his voice trembled, and 
his eyes drooped before hers. She under- 
stood how her words must pain him ; but 
they inust be spoken. 

*You understand, Mr. Lyon, that I 
would not willingly give you pain ; and 
being confident of that, I have come to 
implore you to save Alick Tavendale. I 
told you that I was bound to him by ties 
which could not be broken. I tell you 
now that he is my husband, and you my 
friend, having the power, will help me to 
save him from his present danger.' 

Mr. Lyon's head was bent low, so that 
she could not see his face ; but she knew 
by his rapid breathing that he was suflfering. 

* Alas, Mistress ' he could not pro- 
nounce the wedded name at that moment — 
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* Miss Cargill, how can I help you if he is 
not innocent V 

She slightly rose from her seat, protesting 
against the donbt with a gesture of her hand. 

* How can I help you/ he went on, * if it 
is shown that he is guilty Y 

* Ah, sir, you do not think that ?' she in- 
terrupted. 

*I fear to answer you,' he said sadly, 

* that the proofs are so strong against him 
as to be morally conclusive of his guilt.' 

She regarded him in a species of stupor, 
for his words seemed to have crushed down 
the hope with which she had come to seek 
his aid. 

^ It is hard that I should be the one 
whose tongue must bid you gather up your 
strength to encounter the worst,' he went 
on agitatedly; *but it is better, perhaps, 
that you should hear it from, a friend than 
from others. His conviction is certain.' 

He had expected some wild outcry of 
despair, expected to see her overwhelmed 
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with tears, or that she would famt. But 
he was mistaken. She rose with a quiet 
dignity and indignation in her eyes. 

* You have condemned him abeady/ she 
cried, * and he is innocent. Alick Taven- 
dale is incapable of this crime, and those 
who s«y he is guilty lie. It is false, I say; 
and he were standing there himself, say- 
ing *' I am guilty," I would repeat, "It is 
false — ^it is false !" ' 

' He has not yet confessed,' continued 
Lyon, deeply pained by the stem task forced 
upon him, * but he will confess by-and-by ; 
and even if he do not, the proofs are more 
than sufficient to condemn him. Listen to 
me. Miss Cargill, for mine is the voice of a 
friend. Be silent, and try to reconcile your- 
self to the thought of what must come in a 
few days.' 

* That is to say, you would have me 
desert my husband in the hour of his sorest 
need. Yours is the voice of the world, Mr. 
Lyon — the cold callous world; but you 
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forget I am his wife, and you forget her 
duty. When the last friend flies at the 
shadow of misfortune — ^when the last rela- 
tive shrinks back from the ruin, the wife 
remains to console and sustain/ 

He could not help admiring her devotion, 
and pitying its object, whilst he regretted that 
the object had not been more worthy of it. 

*I may be timid,' she went on excitedly, 
* but I am not a coward ; and if it were 
needed, I, his wife, would stand beside him 
on the scaffold, and declare his innocence, 
in despite of justice, and law, and the world. 
You do not know him as I do, or you would 
not doubt him. From childhood we have 
known each other's least and greatest 
thought, and I know that his heart is brave 
and noble.' 

Mr. Lyon passed his hand nervously 
through his hair. His was a generous 
honest nature, but he would have been more 
than human had he not felt the fiery pang 
of jealousy shoot through him at the revela- 
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tion of such love as this, which he had once 
hoped to win for himself, given to another. 

* All this may be true,' he said, control- 
ling himself, ' but justice demands the proof; 
and although I, knowing you, and respect- 
ing you, can credit all you say, your decla- 
ration is valueless in the eyes of law/ 

* Are you sure, Mr. Lyon, that you do 
not toish to find Alick Tavendale guilty? 
Are you sure that you are an impartial judge 
of his innocence or guilt ? Are you sure 
that there does not linger in your mind the 
memory that this man came between you 
and a hope you once cherished ?' 

He was startled by the quiet solemnity 
of her manner ; and then he felt indignant 
at her suspicion, for he had searched his 
mind through, and found that for her sake 
he would rather have seen Tavendale free 
than have seen him condemned for any gain 
it might bring to himself. 

* Miss Cargill,' he said sternly, * if you 
knew what proofs are in my hands you 
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would not wrong' me by so grievous a sus- 
picion.' 

* What proofs are there so conclusive ?' 

* The very first that occurs is alone con- 
clusive. The murder was committed between 
eight and nine o'clock on Monday evening 
last week. Alick Tavendale left his lodgings 
about six o'clock on that evening, and did 
not return till midnight. When he returned 
he was agitated, and his clothes were soiled 
and wet. He refuses to take the very 
simplest means to prove his innocence — by 
showing how and where he spent that 
evening.' 

Katie clasped her hands together, with a 
half-Btifled cry of terror. 

' And — and if it could be shown where 
he was from seven or from six o'clock that 
evening till twelve o'clock, would that save 
him?' 

* Assuredly.' 

* Then he is saved — he was with me ! ' 
*With you!' ejaculated Mr. Lyon, as- 
voL. II. 28 
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tonnded by this simple explanation of the 
most difficult point in the case. 

* Yes, with me, at Mavisbank.' 

* Then the servants, your maid, and all 
saw him there, and can attest ' 

* No, no,' she interrupted hastily 1 * You 
know that my father had told him to restrict 
the number of his visits to our house. After 
I had learned the miserable story of my 
birth, I wrote to him to come to me. He 
€ame, and when he knew all, to screen me 
from the shame that was about to fall upon 
us in the declaration that Sarah Cargill was 
the real heiress of my father, he insisted 
that we should be married at once. On the 
Saturday the marriage took place. On the 
Monday he wrote to me, desiring me to 
appoint an hour when he could see me pri- 
vately that evening, for, as he had been at 
the house several times during my father's 
absence, he did not wish the servants to see 
him, lest they should talk.' 

' You made the appointment ?' 
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* Yes, for seven o'clock that evening. He 
was to come to the door at the foot of the 
garden, and I was to admit him. I obtained 
the key of the door, but it had not been 
used for some time, and when I tried to 
turn it in the lock I could not. Alick came 
whilst I was trying to unlock the door. I 
threw the key over the wall to him. He 
tried it, and also failed. Then he climbed 
over the wall, the top of which, as you know, 
is covered with broken bottles. The glass 
tore his gloves and the knee of his trousers. 
We remained together until I heard twelve 
o'clock strike, and then I bade him go. We 
got a small ladder out of the tool-house, 
and with its help he went over the wall 
again. Then I threw the ladder down be- 
side the shrubbery.' 

^But it began to rain about nine 
o'clock.' 

^ Yes, and he put up his umbrella till we 
got into the summer-house. Then he stuck 
the point of the umbrella in the earth, at 

28—2 
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the door of the summer-house, and called it 
our guard/ 

* May I ask why he desired to see you 
on that evening ?' The suspicion had flashed 
upon him that she might be trying to save 
her husband at the expense of truth. 

* He wished me to go away with him at 
once, and then he was to write to my father 
and tell him that we were married. I re- 
fused.' 

She answered frankly ; he could not 
doubt the truth. 

* Your own assertion of this will not be 
sufficient. Have you no proofs ? Did none 
of the servants see him ?' 

' I do not know. Examine them. Here 
is his letter asking the interview, and you 
can find mine granting it.' 

* No ; it is burnt.' 

He remembered the note Tavendale was 
said to have burnt. He examined the one 
Kate handed to him : it bore no date. 

* This is not enough.' 
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* There is his messenger/ 

* Ah, yes, we will find him ;' and Mr. 
Lyon hastily wrote for Inspector Speirs to 
come to him at once. * Now,' he said, as 
he touched the bell, * I can bid you hope ; 
for if we can find proof that he was at Mavis- 
bank on Monday evening, he is safe.' 

She gave him her hand, and thanked him 
earnestly. Then as the servant entered she 
took her leave, happier than when she ar- 
rived, for she had obtained hope. 

* Captain Mactier is here, sir, and desires 
to see you at once.' 

* Show him in, and send this note away 
instantly.' 

The servant retired, and Mr. Lyon seated 
himself by the table. He had scarcely done 
so, when the door opened, and Mactier 
entered, dragging in by the button of his 
pea-jacket a stout-set man, whose dress was 
that of a sailor. He had a round, ruddy, 
close-shaven face, with honest blue eyes, 
and earrings in his ears. He bowed 
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awkwardly to Mr. Lyon as Mactier led 
him in. 

^ Here's my man at last, sir/ said the chief 
constable, with an air of triumph. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

MORE IMPORTANT EVIDENCE. 

If the chief constable's introduction had 
not been sufficiently explicit of itself, the 
big earrings his companion wore would 
have at once proclaimed him the man who 
had been standing at the door of Jean 
Gorbal's house on the day of her murder, 
and who had sent Willie Thome to Bob 
Little with the message, * If he's ready, 
I am.' 

But before the captain had spoken, Mr. 
Lyon had comprehended all this, for he 
knew with what persistent energy the 
chief constable could run aii idea and a 
criminal to the ground. He was a little 
surprised, however, to observe that Mactier 
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treated his prisoner with the playful humour 
he might have shown to a pet bear, rather 
than with that stem gravity he was wont 
to show culprits. 

* I said eight days, sir/ he proceeded, with 
a chuckle of self-satisfaction, * and here I 
am, a day before the time has expired, with 
the thread of this mysterious business in 
my hand ; I have only to unclose my 
fingers so, and the thing is clear as day- 
light.' 

' I congratulate you, captain. The matter 
has become so [complicated that it will 
afford me much relief to discover the least 
ray of light,' said Mr. Lyon quietly, and 
somewhat wearily ; for he had been excited 
by the interview with Katie, and he had 
been constrained to exert his will to the 
utmost to present a calm front to his new 
visitor. 

* You shall be relieved at once, sir. First 
let me report my course. You are aware 
that I determined to find the man with 
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the earrings ' — here the person referred to 
made an awkward salute to the magistrate, 
by bending his body, sweeping his hat 
from his brow almost to the floor, and 
drawing back one of his feet, as if he were 
going to give somebody behind a sly kick. 
This process he went through at every 
allusion to him. 

* To find him,' Mactier went on, * it be- 
came necessary to find his friend the boat- 
man first. I found Bob Little, and he 
gave me correct information regarding the 
movements of his acquaintance, except that 
he gave me a false name for him. He 
called him Samuel Phillips, and stated that 
he was about to sail from Liverpool in the 
Queen Adelaide^ bound for Australia. I 
went to Liverpool, but the vessel had 
sailed. I learned from the owners that a 
man answering the description given had 
been engaged as one of the hands for the 
voyage ; but his name was not Samuel 
Phillips,' 
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' You pursued, I presume V 

* I would have done so, sir, but luckily I 
was brought in contact with the clerk who 
had been on board when the vessel sailed ; 
and he informed me that up till that 
moment the new hand had not appeared. 
My man had not sailed. I commenced 
again, and soon fell upon his track by 
searching the boarding-houses about the 
quay. I was enabled to follow him to 
London, and then to Southampton, where 
I laid hands on him. From the statement 
he made to me, it became necessaiy for me 
to accompany him to Greenock. There his 
statement was verified, and we came on 
here with all speed. From himself you 
will learn why we went to Greenock, and 
why I did not put him under lock and key 
at once.' 

* It wor kind on you, sir,' muttered the 
man, with his awkward salute and an ex- 
pression of simple admiration of the official 
on his face. 
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' You do not charge him, then, with the 
crime V said Mr. Lyon, addressing Mactier. 

' No, sir ; but through him I will reach 
the criminal/ 

' What is your name, my man V con- 
tinued the magistrate, taking up his pen 
and looking at the sailor. 

* Tom Gorbal, sir, seaman, A.B., at your 
honour's service/ 

' Tom Gorbal V 

* That's it, sir.' 

* Were you any relation to the unfortu- 
nate woman who was murdered ? You 
cannot be her son, for you must be as old 
as she was.' 

* Nigh that, your honour ; and I ain't 
her son, for sartin ; but I wor a kind o' 
relation.' 

* In what degree V 

The man drew his sleeve across his brow, 
and a wry twist of his mouth indicated 
that the subject was an unpleasant one. 

' I wor her husband, sir,' he said, with a 
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gulp, as if he had forced the words out by 
an effort of sheer desperation. 

* Her husband I Why, we understood 
her to have been a widow for several 
years.' 

' So she wor, your honour, in one way, 
and so she wom't in another.' 

* You must explain this, my man ; I can- 
not understand it.' 

Gorbal gave his weather-beaten hat a 
twist with his hands, and glanced at 
Mactier, as if appealing to him to make the 
explanation. 

* Do it yourself, my man,' said the 
captain, nodding to him encouragingly ; 
' Mr. Lyon will understand it better from 
you.' 

The man gave his hat another twist, and 
his honest brown visage darkened. 

' I'll begm at the beginning, your honour, 
and tell you how it came about. Nigh 
twenty-five years ago, more or less, Jean 
wor as smart a wench as any in Greenock 
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— the smartest o' them all, I thought, 
though she wor a bit wild and fond o' 
larking about. I had a smack o' my own 
at that time, and wor in a fair way to do 
well. But I got wild about her, and 
nought would serve me but to take her for 
a wife. Mother and friends warned me 
against it, but the more they warned the 
faster I stuck to my notion ; and we got 
married a week or two after Jean came 
back from Glasgow, where she*d been work- 
ing in a mill.* 

* Well V 

' Well, it wor all right for a month or 
two, and then Jean got the wind in her 
sail again, and set off with some mates that 
wor the ruin on her — drinking and roaming 
about. I came back from a trip to Cork 
and found her at it. I blowed her up, and 
she wor all right for another spell until 
after our lad Tom wor born. He worn't 
more nor eight months old when she broke 
out again. Worse luck, I had just had 
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half-a-do2sen bad trips ; and to cap all, my 
smack foundered. 

'We didn't live so quiet as a pair o' 
lambs for a while after that. I wor sulky, 
and she wor wild — ever a-pointing at me, 
and telling that she would ha' made her 
fortin if it hadn't been for me ; and I wor 
thinking a bit as I'd been better to ha' 
taken the warning o' my friends, and left 
Jean to make her fortin. I wor fond o' my 
lad, or I'd ha' given her a clear berth at 
• that time. 

* At whiles we made up — that wor when 
she wanted to coax something out o' me ; 
and it wor one o' them whiles that she 
told me as she'd had an oflfer as would 
make a fortin for us. I wor glad to. hear 
o' that, as you may suppose; for I wor 
worried and in debt, without a farthin' to 
pay it. 

^ I axed her where the fortin wor to be 
made, and I'd help her. 

* " It's only to take one bairn and put it 
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in the place o' another/' she said, ''and 
there's a fortin for it." 

' I wor staggered a good bit at that, and 
blowed her up again. But Jean had a 
coaxing way of her own when she Uked. 
I wom't a bad man, your honour, and me 
and mine wor always reckoned honest folk. 
We wor honest, too, for though we'd had 
many a hard strait to get through, we'd 
managed to steer clear o' hurting a mate or 
cheating one either.' 

' But I wor hard-up. Jean coaxed and 
pointed to our lad, that would ha' such a 
rare chance in life if we'd only a bit o' 
money. Then she showed me how it 
warn't anything particular wrong as she 
wor wanted to do, as it wor only just to lift 
the babby out o' one berth and drop it into 
another. Hows'ever it came about, I 
dunno rightly, but I gave in, with this 
condition, that I should go with her and see 
all that wor done. 

'That wor settled, and we went to 
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London to a big hotel, where my wench 
had a confab with a gent, as I afterwards 
knowed to be Mr. Robert Cargill, the great 
mill-owner. Jean wor engaged as nurse to 
a Mistress Burnett. There was another 
woman, called Lizzie Wood, and she wor 
nurse to Mrs. Cargill. The trick that wor 
to be played wor this : Mrs. Cargill's babby 
wor to be brought into the room where 
Jean wor nursin' Mrs. Burnett's babby, 
and the two were just to change hands. 

' It looked simple enough that way ; but 
as they were waiting for the chance to 
make the change, I got time to think, and 
I looked at it in this way : we changed the 
babbies ; what for ? I didn't know ; but I 
guessed there must ha' been some good 
reason for doing it, or Mr. Cargill wouldn't 
be so eager to get it done without anybody 
knowing on it, and to pay my wife a fortin 
for doing it. Looking at it that way, the 
thing didn't seem just so simple as the 
other way. 
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' So while Jean wor nursin* the bairn — 
Mrs. Burnett's I mean — I wor left to 
watch it sleepin' while Jean wor out. I 
didn't waste the time, for I tattooed a cross 
on the babby*s arm without a soul on them 
being the wiser/ 

' What, did not your wife see it ?' 

'Not until after it wero done, your 
honour. When she did see it, she looked 
at me, and I saw there was a storm in her 
eye ; but like enough she saw another in 
mine, for instead o' blowing up she went 
on the coaxin' tack again. 

' " What's that for ?" she axed. 

' " Wait a bit and youll learn," says I. 

' She put her arm on my shoulder, and 
says, in a coaxing-like way, though I saw 
she wor bilin' over with spite : 

* *' You ain't going to double on us, 
Tom r 

* " I ain't going to have this thing done," 
says I, " for there's more in it nor we see. 
I've made up my mind that it shan't be 
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done, and I*m darned if I don't stick to it 
—that's all." 

'She stood a minute as if she weren't 
sure whether to blow up or go on coaxing ; 
then she says, atween two minds : 

' '' Look here, Tom : maj^be you're right ; 
I won't say you ain't. But when there's 
gold and silver at our feet, we needn't be 
too proud to stoop and pick it up. Now, 
here's the w^ay to settle it, and please all 
parties, and get the fortin for our lad at 
home all the same." 

' " How's that ?" says I, doubting-like. 
' " Mrs. Burnett don't want her babby 
taken from her any more than you do ; 
it's only the dad as wants the thing done, 
and them other she's skeared to say no. 
Suppose we go on just as though we were 
going to do as the dad wants, and when 
the time comes, let him believe that it's 
done, while we just leave the babbies to 
their mothers without changing them at 
all — how do you like that, Tom? We 
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ain't rich enough, and we ain't fools enough 
either, I hope, to throw, away a fortin, 
when we can get it without anybody being 
a bit the worse." 

' I didn't like that much better than the 
real dodge at first, but sure enough it wor 
a temptation to a man as hard-up as 
me. The end on it all wor that I 
agreed.' 

' Then the children were not changed at 
all V exclaimed Mr. Lyon. 

' We settled that they shouldn't, but I 
weren't sure that Jean would keep to the 
bargain, so I stuck by the babby night and 
day, barrin' when it wor in its mother's 
arms. I thought it were safe enough there. 
The day came when the change was to be 
made, and into the room where Jean and 
me was stepped the doctor.' 

' What was his name V 

* Dr. Largie were his name. He came 
in caAryin' the babby, and after him came 
t'other nurse, Lizzie Wood. As soon as 
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they got well into the room, I shuts the 
door, and sets my back agin it. The 
doctor didn*t notice me at first. He were 
looking bad, as though he didn't care 
about the job he were about He went 
straight to Jean, and offered her the 
babby. 

* ** Here, take the child, quick, and give 
me the other,'* he says, summat angry-like. 
But I'd got my eye on Jean, and instead 
o' movin' to do his bidding, she kept staring 
at me. The doctor turned round to see 
what .were the matter. 

* ** She ain't going to give you the babby, 
doctor ; and you're going to write down on 
that paper there, on the table, that we 
haven't made no change, and that you saw 
a blue cross tattooed on the arm of Mrs. 
Burnett's babby. That'll serve to prove 
there weren't no change, for the mark'U be 
there as long as she lives." 

' He looked bad afore, but he looked 
worse now, and he were going to get into a 
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passion, a-s wearing he'd have me turned 
out of the place. 

* " Very well," says I, " do that, and 111 
go straight to the nighest police-station, 
and tell 'em what you've been up to." 

' At that he looked worse again, and 
Jean told him what we'd planned. He 
thought it over a bit, and then he said 
he'd consent, prowided none on us told 
Cargill. I said we'd promise that, pro- 
wided he wrote down what I told him. 
He w^ere doubtful about that, but when he 
sav7 that nought else would quiet me, and 
as he didn't want to be exposed, and didn't 
want to offend Mistur Cargill, he wrote the 
thing out as I wanted him. 

' Then I made Lizzie Wood sign it after 
the doctor. She were too skeared to say 
a word. Next I got my wench to put 
down her name, and I put mine last. The 
doctor carried away the same babby he 
had brought, and made Mistur Cargill be- 
lieve as it were all right, and the job done 
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according to order. To this day, so far as 
I knows, he believes that it was done, for 
Mistress Burnett was glad to promise to 
hold her tongue, on condition that her own 
child should be left to her. 

' Jean and me went back to Greenock ; 
but the money she got from Mistur Car- 
gill, and that she was to lay by for our lad, 
was the greatest misfortin to her and to 
me. Whenever I were away on a voyage 
of, maybe, six weeks, I came back to find 
every farthing spent. It wor hard to bear, 
when a man was trying to hold up his 
head in an honest way. Five years ago, I 
got our lad sent off to sea ; and six months 
after that I went home to find the house 
emptied of every stick that were in it, 
and Jean gone off with a drunken shoe- 
maker. 

* I found her, and told her that she 
wouldn't see me agin, and that she could 
do as she liked with the infernal fortin she 
had got from the great mill-owner. We 
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parted then, your honour, and I've only 
seen her once since that time.' 
' When was that V 

* By all accounts it were the same day as 
she were murdered.' 

* What did you go to her for ?' 

' I dunno right, barrin' that our lad were 
going to get married, and I thought some- 
how I'd like to see her jest once again. 
I saw her for about ten minutes, and 
learned that she had been passing herself 
off as a widow. That were all right. I'd 
no objections. I told her that the lad 
were going to get married, and she said 
she didn't care ; we'd left her to do for her- 
self for five years, and she wanted to hear 
nothing more about any on us. She'd been 
drinking, although it were early in the day. 
She blowed up, and I left her in a rare 
passion, swearing as she'd have her wish, 
and that she'd never set eyes on Tom or 
me again.' 

Gorbal drew his cuff deliberately across 
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his brow, and gave vent to a long breath 
of relief, as if he were glad that the job 
was over. 

'I have no doubt you are an honest 
fellow,' said Mr. Lyon, after a few minutes* 
reflection ; ' but you have yourself ad- 
mitted that, on one occasion, you made a 
slip, under the control of your wife — that 
throws some doubt on your information. 
But, while setting that consideration aside, 
your whole statement is so singular, that 

we must have very decisive evidence to 
support it. Where is Dr. Largie V 
' He*s dead, your honour.' 

* Then where is the nurse, Lizzie 
Wood V 

' She's married, your honour, to Bob 
Little, and lives in Carron.' 

' And where is the paper Dr. Largie 
v»Tote V 

* That's what me and my mate here ' 
— indicating the captain, who nodded and 
grinned — ' went to Greenock for. 1 had 
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left it, with two or three little things, in 
the care of an old pensioner I lodge with 
when I'm ashore there. Here it is/ 

He pulled, from the depths of a pocket 
inside his jacket, a paper which had grown 
yellow with age and dust. The document 
was a simple statement that the child 
known as Mrs. Burnett's was really her 
own, and had not been exchanged for the 
child of Mrs. Cargill, as had been ar- 
ranofed. This the mark made on the 
child's arm, made by Tom Gorbal, would 
testify. It was signed George Largie, 
M.D., Elizabeth Wood, Jean Gorbal, and 
Tom Gorbal. 

After Mr. Lyon had carefully examined 
this document, he turned again to Gorbal. 

* You said that Mrs. Burnett was ac- 
quainted with the secret that her child had 
not been taken from her. Have you any 
proof of that V 

*None, your honour, barrin' the letters 
she wrote to my wife, thanking her for 
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what she had done, and pledging herself as 
she never would tell Mr. Cargill how he 
had been tricked.' 

* Humph 1 they are burnt/ muttered the 
magistrate, remembering the ashes Haddea 
had found in the grat« of the outer room. 
Clearly, had Tavendale been the guilty 
one, he would have preserved such valu- 
able papers, not burnt them. This state- 
ment of Gorbal's destroyed the motive which 
had been attributed to the prisoner for his 
crime, and, together with the assertion of 
Kate, removed all doubt of Tavendale*s 
innocence. 

Who, then, was the guilty one 1 
As if to answer that mental question, 
John Hadden was announced. When he 
entered the room with a worn, humiliated, 
and yet excited aspect, Mactier could not 
restrain a chuckle of triumph ; for was he 
not victor in the contest of skill ? Hadden 
perceived the chief constable's satisfaction, 
but he had no power or inclination to resent 
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it. He saluted him with meek respect, 
and then asked Mr. Lyon if he had learned 
anything new. 

The result of Mactier's labours was 
made known to him — the more readily, as 
Mr. Lyon felt that he had treated him some- 
what rudely at their last meeting. During 
the recital, Hadden sat with hands pressed 
on his head, moving his body to and fro, 
as he was accustomed to do when under 
strong emotion, and uttering an occasional 
ejaculation of surprise or expectation. 
When all had been explained, he started 
to his feet, waving his hands, whilst his 
eyes seemed to be starting from their 
sockets. 

' Her betrothed husband — in debt — 
only one mode of escape from being un- 
masked — only one chance to keep up the 
show of respectability — the letters proving 
the truth that would have ruined him 
burnt ! — I see it all, I see it all 1' he cried, 
at the close of these incoherent utterances. 
' Give me a warrant at once I* 
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*A warrant for whom?' said the 
Sheriff, raising his brows, as if he half 
suspected that the detective's wits were 
crazed. 

' For Laurence Hewitt, writer, George 
Street.' 

' Why, he is Mr. Tavendale's agent.' 

' I know, I know all that ; but he is the 
murderer at the same time.' 

' What I are you dreaming V 

'No, no, no — I am awake, I tell you, 
and during the last two days all my in- 
quiries, all my searching end with him. I 
have tried to blind myself to it, but I can 
do so no longer. Laurence Hewitt is en- 
gaged to marry Sarah Burnett. She has 
shown him the letters she found, as she 
did to me. He has spoken to her mother, 
and learned the truth from her. Sarah 
could not know the real facts ; she would 
be too much shocked by the discovery she 
had made. Hewitt was to be her hus- 
band, and she would believe anything he 
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told her. Do you not see ? He was fond 
of pleasure, in debt, and under the hardest 
of all necessities, that of concealing his 
bankruptcy . by keeping up an appearance 
of plenty. Can you not understand how 
the man smarted and writhed ? Then he 
discovered that only an old drunken woman 
stood between him and a million.' 

* Thanks to my man/ said Mactier com- 
placently, and for once agreeing with his 
rival, ' you have reached the truth at last : 
I believe that's it.' 

' Give Captain Mactier the warrant T 
cried Hadden. 

' No,' said Mr. Lyon deliberately ; * we 
were too hasty on the last occasion, we 
must not commit a similar blunder this 
time. We will make some further in- 
quiries, and if they confirm what you have 
stated, you shall have the warrant to- 
morrow.* 

' To-morrow will be too late — he has an 
alibi ready — he has means of obtaining 
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early information of our movements, and 
to-morrow he will be far beyond our 
reach.' 

Thereupon he rapidly narrated all that 
he had discovered, and, at the suggestion 
of the chief constable, Mr. Lyon yielded 
to Hadden's request, and granted the 
warrant. He, however, cautioned Mactier 
not to use it until he had made inquiries 
relative to Mr. Hewitt's movements during 
his absence from the theatre on the Mon- 
day evening. 

That was the keenest cut of all poor 
Hadden had received, for it showed how 
little confidence was placed in him ; and he 
thereupon determined in his ^ own mind 
that, this case settled, it should be his 
last. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

AT BAT. 

It was almost dark when Hadden and 
Mactier, accompanied by Speirs, quitted 
the magistrate's house ; rain had begun to 
fall, and the wind was rising to unusual 
violence. As the evening advanced, the 
wind and rain swept all passengers within 
doors. The broad flashes of lightning 
vividly illumed the dark streets of the 
city ; and the thunder cracked over the 
houses, shaking them to their founda- 
tions. 

About midnight the storm was at its 
worst, and only the few who were moved 
by the greatest necessity ventured forth. 

One of the few was a man in a thick 
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overcoat, the collar of which was drawn up 
round his neck, meeting the flaps of the 
travelling-cap he wore, and both serving 
in a slight degree to protect him from the 
storm, and to conceal his features at the 
same time. The latter, indeed, seemed to 
be his chief anxiety ; for there was some- 
thing in his stealthy rapid gait which 
intimated, that he was thinking little of 
wind or rain. 

He passed along Kenfield Street, and 
then into Hill Street ; he stopped at the 
door of the late Mrs. Burnett's house ; he 
rang the bell furiously, and repeated the 
summons impatiently, without giving time 
for anyone to answer. 

A few seconds had elapsed when the 
door was opened, and Sarah herself, partly 
undressed, with her rich black hair down, 
stood on the threshold, shading a candle 
with her hand from the wind, and peering 
at the impatient and untimely visitor. 
With a start of surprise she recognised 
him. 
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* What has happened ? — ^Why are j-^ou 
here at this hour ?' she cried excitedly. 

* Let me in,' was the husky answer. 
She drew back ; the man followed her 

into the house, closing and bolting the 
door behind him, and further securing it 
with the chain. Then he seized Sarah's 
arm, and drew her into the parlour, as if he 
were well acquainted with the house. 

The big dark eyes of Sarah rested on 
him with an expression of sharp inquiry, 
while she seemed to shrink from the touch 
of his hand, as if influenced by an instinct 
of horror rather than by reason. He had 
raised the peak of his cap, and it was with 
a bitter smile that he released her arm. 
At the moment, the light she held fell full 
upon his face, revealing the smile and a 
ghastly pallor, with a strange something in 
his eyes which made her draw back a pace, 
uttering a stifled cry. 

The something which had startled her 
was the look of a maniac, who, finding his 
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utmost cunning outwitted, stands ready to 
spring fiercely at the throat of the first 
pursuer. 

' You are ill/ she said, with more of the 
woman in her dry voice than usual, al- 
though she evidently spoke with a desperate 
effort to break the oppressive stillness which 
had prevailed from the moment the key had 
been turned in the lock. 

' Yes, I am ill,' he answered wildly, with 
a nervous motion of his arms, as if he 
were throwing something from him ; * the 
game is up I' 

* Do you mean that your creditors will 
not give you a little time? Wore they 
not satisfied with the two thousand V 

' Creditors ! ay, my creditors are closing 
upon me; they will not give liie time, 
they are at my heels now, and they will 
hunt me down/ he said huskily ; and then 
with sudden passion, * I am leaving Scot- 
land — a fugitive, an outlaw — will you go 
with me ?' 



AT BAY. 211 

' Go with you V 

' Ay, will you throw away the fortune 
that may still be yours, despite my ruin ? 
Will you forsake the luxury, the wealth 
your millionnaire father can give you, and 
come with me — my wife in shame and 
exile, not wealth and high position, as we 
had hoped V 

He stood in an agony of suspense, 
awaiting her reply. The placid, respectable 
Mr. Hewitt had vanished altogether, and 
there stood in his place a man swayed by 
the fiercest passions of human nature — 
selfish love and great terror. 

She stood bewildered, as if unable to 
understand him, and uncertain how to act. 
But the bewilderment passed away, and 
she became cold and calm as on the morn- 
ing when she had first told John Hadden 
her strange story. 

* Has anything been discovered V she 
asked in steady tones. 

' Everything I' 
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* It is known, then, that you have at 
tempted to take advantage of the accident 
by which Mr. Cargill's scheme for the 
change of places between myself and his 
wife's daughter was not effected, and that 
I have attempted to defraud Kate Cargill 
of her birthright— is all that known V 

' It is known only that I, being aware 
of the truth, have for my own gain en- 
deavoured to get you recognised as Mr. 
Cargill's legitimate daughter. If you like 
to stay here, it is still open for you to 
save yourself from the millionnaire's dis- 
pleasure. Renounce me — tell everything 
that has happened between us. Let them 
know that you had seen no more than the 
letters you showed the old fool Hadden, 
and that he believed all you said. Tell 
them that I hoodwinked you, lied to you, 
and forced you to act as you have done.' 

' And you ? 

* I will never return to interfere with 
your enjoyment of whatever fortune may 
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be given to you. Have no fear on my 
account — ^you are safe from me.' 

He spoke bitterly, as if her rejection of 
him at the moment were certain ; and as 
if he accepted the revelation of her in- 
difference to his fate as a punishment. 

* And you believe that Mr. Cargill will 
still provide for me/ she went on calmly, 
'even when he knows that I have at- 
tempted to deceive him V 

'He will know that you did not make 
the attempt wilfully, and so he will pro- 
vide for you.' 

* Then why should you fly ? Why not 
remain, and share whatever he may give 
mer 

He was silent, and that wild expression 
in his eyes became more marked. 

' Answer,' she said ; ' why should you 

Ayr 

There was a loud summons at the outer 
door, which caused the man and woman 
to start in alarm. 
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He gripped her arm with a trembling 
grasp, and bending over her, hissed in her 
ear : 

* That is why I must go. The truth 
as regards you is known, and the murderer 
of Jean Gorbal is discovered.* 

' In whom V 

* In me ' 

She sprang back from him, horrified; 
and the knocking at the outer door in- 
creased in violence. 

' It was for your sake as much as my 
own,* he cried, desperately ; ^ the woman 
held proofs more than enough to thwart 
our scheme twenty times. She would not 
sell them ; she would not part with them 
— there was no resource but to remove 
her or resign the prize we strove for, and 
so nearly won. Do you go or stay? I 
have no time for words now — let one 
decide.' 

* Had you been poor — had there only 
been the fraud, I would have clung to 
you ; but — but ' 
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* But you cannot go with a mur- 
derer, you would say. Enough — I go 
aloiie.' 

The sounds at the door indicated that 
those without were trying to break it 
open. 

Hewitt sprang by his shuddering com- 
panion. She clutched at him and caught 
the sleeve of his coat. 

* No, no, Laurence 1' she cried, with the 
light of a nobler passion than any her 
nature seemed capable of on her face. 
* In shame and disgrace I will go with 
you, for — I love you.' 

And with hysterical sobs she staggered 
forward, falling insensible at his feet. 

The outer door was yielding, and with 
a savage growl of despair and rage 
Hewitt sprang away from the unhappy 
woman. He threw up the back-window 
of the lobby, and dropped out in the 
darkness and rain, just as the door was 
forced open. 
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Hadden^ the captain, and a couple of 
constables, rushed into the house. But 
they found only Sarah Burnett lying in 
a helpless swoon, incapable of giving them 
any information, even had she been willing 
to do so. 

The open window, however, told them 
enough for their purpose. The captain 
and the policemen pursued the fugitive. 
Hadden, in a half-crazy state of anger 
w^ith the villain, and pity for the poor 
creature whom he believed to be the 
victim of Hewitt's knavery, stayed behind 
the others to give her what assistance she 
needed. 

He remained with her for two hours 
after he had succeeded in restoring her to 
consciousness. She had looked up with 
wild pleading eyes into his face, mutter- 
ing, ' Is he safe ?' Then she had bowed 
her head — sullenly it seemed — and had 
not looked at him again. She did not 
speak a word more — not even when he 
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bade her good-night, and begged her to 
tell him if there was anything he could 
do to serve her. He went away dis- 
satisfied and unhappy. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

MR. HADDEN's note-book. 

"What a fool I have been — what a blind, 
blundering idiot ! I won't think of that 
now. I'll look only to what is before me 
to do. I have nearly brought an innocent 
man to the scaffold with my vain theories, 
my bombastic self-conceit, my mountebank 
sharpness, which would see farther through 
a milestone than other people. I am in a 
rage with myself. So would anybody else 
be who was so bitterly sensible of bungling 
stupidity as I am. 

But I am punished. I mean to save 
him, and I'll do it : and I'll write down every- 
thing here to be a warning to me as long 
as I live, never to attempt the solution of 
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another problem which involves hnman life 
or character. If I do, may I be — well, 
never mind. I won't ; that's enough. But 
I'll save him. 

Oh, how that mad vanity of my* pitiful 
nature shows itself even in the few lines 
written here ! How many personal pronouns 
are there in it ? An eminent caligraphist, 
who used to profess to judge character from 
the handwriting, and to predict the pro- 
bable future by that judgment, but who made 
the unlucky mistake one day of signing 
another man's name to a bill instead of his 
own, and was convicted of forgery chiefly 
through my * extraordinary perseverance 
and astuteness,' as the papers called it — 
this eminent caligraphist, before his de- 
parture for the colonies, let me into one or 
two secrets of his craft. This was one of 
them : 

' Whenever you find a man using the 
pronoun «^I'' twice in one sentence, you 
may be sure he is a vain man, consequently 
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a foolish one, and therefore a pigeon ready 
for a cunning man to pluck. My experience 
has never found that theory at fault. But, 
mind, you cannot judge women by the same 
theory. Poor wretches ! it comes natural 
to them to begin or end every sentence with 
their own or their lover's individuality per- 
sonified.' 

He is quite right, and I am a vain man, 
consequently a foolish one — and therefore, 
etc. — but I'll save Alick Tavendale, all the 
same. 

Now, let me try to write coolly and 
sensibly. 

Poor Sarah ! Poor I Good heaven — 
can I, do I pity her ? . . . Yes, I can and 
do pity her. Whatever may be her share 
in this dark business, I will not believe 
she had anything to do with Jean Gorbal's 
death, or had any power to prevent it. That 
villain Hewitt deceived her, blinded her, all 
the more easily because she loved him so. 
She is a brave girl, and if ever there was 
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such a thing as heroic, clinging, desperate 
love expressed by a woman's face and voice, 
it was expressed by hers when she came 
out of the faint and asked if he was safe. 

Had it been my luck to have been a 
younger man — ^had it been my luck to have 
obtained such a store of affection, how I 
would have worked and toiled and fought 
to have made myself worthy of it, to have 
made a home worthy of her I 

But that has got nothing to do with the 
business in hand. Once for all, let me 
thrust my own pain and regret aside, and 
proceed to the narrative of the events in a 
straightforward business-like fashion. 

Poor girl, she was cruelly wounded by 
the events of that night. I had no heart 
to question her — no heart to try to force 
her to the confession which might have 
helped us to track the rufl&an sooner. The 
long and the short of it was, I could not ask 
a single question, although perfectly aware 
that I was not doing my duty, and that 
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Mactier would have made much of my 
failure if he had known it. How could I 
ask her to help in hanging the man to 
whom she had given a heart that had the 
strength of any half-dozen women's hearts 
I ever heard of — except, maybe, Queen 
Elizabeth's, and she was a fine woman ! 

I left her without having made the 
slightest attempt to ascertain anything as 
to the direction in which he had fled. The 
truth is that nothing short of the memory 
of Tavendale's danger, the result of my 
own bungling, would have induced me to 
continue the pursuit. Had it not been that 
he lay in gaol with a mountain of evidence 
raised against him by my hands, ther« is 
every probability that I would have become 
an aider and abetter in the crime by cover- 
ing Hewitt's escape. 

But, although I was ready to sacrifice 
my duty to the innocent one whose life was 
threatened, so far as to avoid wringing 
Sarah's heart, I could not altogether forget, 
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and leave Hewitt to escape without trying 
to stop him. Besides, I hated the wretch 
for being such a fool as to sacrifice such a 
noble woman to his own ambition. That 
was what he had done — nothing less. For, 
let the matter end as it might, shame and 
ruin fell to her portion. 

Captain Mactier and his men found the 
window by which he had escaped from the 
house wide open. They tracked him across 
several backyards and out to the street. 
They separated, and each took a different 
route : the captain taking the most pro- 
mising one himself, which would soon have 
brought him to the fugitive's heels if it had 
not been the wrong direction altogether — 
as usual with the captain. 

There was not one of them paused to 
learn what I might discover from Sarah ; 
they positively ran from the house as if 
their man had been in sight. 

But I did not hurry so. First, because 
several minutes were necessary to regain 
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self-possession, without which there was 
little hope of my labour availing much. 
Second, because a few minutes more were 
necessary to enable me to settle with myself 
whether to go on or stop ; and third, be- 
cause there was no advantage to be gained 
in hurrying. 

He had got the start, and he had got 
clear off. Then the first thing for me to 
do — since for Tavendale's sake I was com- 
pelled to go on — was to discover the direc- 
tion he had taken. It was too late for him 
to get a train to anywhere. Would he 
take a cab ? No. An ordinary criminal 
seeking the best palpable means to outrun 
pursuit would be certain to do that. But 
Hewitt was no ordinary criminal ; a man 
who had arranged everything regarding the 
crime with such precision ; a man of edu- 
cation, and possessed of all the resources 
which a legal training could add to an 
unusually clear and penetrating intellect, 
would not, even in the confusion of un- 
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expected discovery, commit such a blunder 
as to hire a vehicle, which would be like 
laying down a line for the guidance of the 
pursuers in his track. 

Whatever way he turned, he would per- 
form the first stage of the journey on 
foot. 

I was working out this conclusion when 
somebody touched my arm. It was Willie 
Thome. He is a wonderful lad. I foresee 
a brilliant future for him ; he will either be 
a great detective, or a great rascal. He is 
on the straight road to the former at pre- 
sent ; but everything will depend on cir- 
cumstances. 

He supplied the information which I had 
feared it would require days to discover. He 
knew the direction Hewitt had taken, and, 
as I had calculated, he travelled on foot. 

Willie had been the first to enter the 
house, and the first to slip through the open 
window. He had caught sight of the 
fugitive as he made his way to the street, 

VOL. II. 31 
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and was able to describe enough of his dress 
to help me to trace him. He wore a large 
overcoat, and a travelling-cap, with the 
lappets pulled down over his ears. 

The boy, as soon as he had caught sight of 
him, thought of shouting for me ; but he had 
luckily checked himself, remembering that 
I could not hear him, whilst Hewitt would. 

Darting out into the street, he knocked 
against a gentleman who was passing. 

He halted, begged the passenger's pardon, 
and explained that he was running after a 
friend who had just left, and to whom he 
had forgotten to deliver a particular mes- 
sage. The gentleman begged him not to 
trouble himself about the collision, bowed, 
and walked on. 

Hewitt took the opposite direction with 
all the speed one in pursuit of a friend 
might have displayed. 

Admirable ! The coolness, the aptitude 
for any emergency, and the courage which 
could halt to make an apology when life 
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itself was dependent on every instant I Will 
I ever manage to cope with this fellow ? 

If I have got any gift of shrewdness or 
penetration, here is a rogue who calls its 
utmost effort into action ; here is a game 
that is worth all the petty triumphs of my 
past experience to win. I begin to feel 
that it will be possible to retire with some 
contentment if my exertions are successful 
in this matter. We shall see. 

To proceed with Willie's information. 
He had thought of running forward and 
telling the gentleman the real cause of 
Hewitt's haste, and claiming his assistance 
in detaining him ; but he refrained, cunningly 
reflecting that he would only get his ears 
cuffed for his pains, instead of obtaining 
the required assistance, whilst he would 
make Hewitt aware that he was followed. 

The streets were deserted, so that it became 
difficult for Willie to pursue unobserved. 
He kept close to the wall, and on the oppo- 
site side of the street. But there appeared 
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to have been little necessity for that pre- 
caution ; for Hewitt, walking at his highest 
speed, kept the lad running the whole way 
— and he is a good runner. The man did 
not once turn his head to see whether or 
not the road was clear behind him. 

He got into the Cowcaddens, and at the 
comer of Wellington Street halted. He 
looked up and down the street, as if he had 
not made up his mind which way he would 
take. 

Willie stood in a doorway, with his 
bonnet concealing the lower part of his 
face, lest the lamp shining opposite should 
discover it to the man — everything else was 
so dark and black. The rain was pattering 
on his bare head, and tossing his shaggy 
hair. I would have liked to have seen the 
little rascal at the moment, with his cat's 
eyes twinkling over the cap at our precious 
rat. 

Hewitt's glance up and down the street 
showed him nothing but the dark houses 
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frowning at him, and pools of water shining 
under the lamps and spattering under the 
heavy rain. He heard nothing but the 
pattering of the rain and the wind rushing 
up the street, and whistling through the 
closes. At any rate, I can't fancy how he 
could have seen or heard anything more, 
considering that the stormy night had 
driven not only every citizen but every 
policeman — who should have known better 
— to seek shelter. 

That accounts for the runaway getting 
such a clear course. If it had only been a 
dry night, he would have been stopped 
before he had made half the distance. But 
policemen have no more relish for ten 
hours' parade in a wet suit than other 
people, and no stronger constitutions to 
stand it. At the same time, it's thunder- 
ingly annoying that they have not. 

Whether Hewitt was satisfied with his 
inspection or not, he did not stand long, 
t's my opinion he had every step ha took 
I 
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planned beforehand, with the same mathe- 
matical precision he had planned the details 
of the murder. He had laid down exactly 
what he was to do in the event of success 
or failure, in the event of the best or worst, 
so that however things turned out, he could 
not be taken by surprise. 

He started in the direction of Buchanan 
Street. He chose the most important 
streets for his flight. 

That amazed me for the first minute or 
two, after hearing !t ; and I stopped Willie 
till I had time to think it out. When I 
had thought it out, it only added another 
grain to my admiration of the villain's 
cunning. 

A bungling rascal, who is always being 
found out, would have crawled through all 
the lanes and closes in the town to his 
destination ; and, twenty chances to one, 
in some dark corner he would have been 
pounced upon by a brace of our men. 
First, because it was a dark corner, and the 
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natnral inference would be that he had no 
business to be there ; and second^ because 
our men, having had so much to do with 
such bungling rascals, have got the stupid 
idea fixed like a rock in their minds that 
there are no rogues in the daylight. 

That's the kind of idea which made 
Mactier miss the grandest triumph of his 
career. 

Hewitt, not being a bungling rascal, 
selected the broadest way he could find for 
his route. Firsts because it was the 
quarter in which he knew he would be 
most free from the observation or interrup- 
tion of the most vigilant of the force. 

So, whilst Mactier and his men were 
burrowing in the purlieus of the town, 
here was our fugitive walking coolly along 
its highway. 
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TRACKED. 

He proceeded to the Royal George Hotel. 
The house had, of coarse, heen closed for 
several hours, and all lights were out. But 
there was no gate on the entry to the stahle- 
yard, and into the yard stepped our man, 
Willie crawling after him. 

It is an old-fashioned place with some 
old-fashioned hahits. The ostler — when he 
is where he should be, and I, knowing 
something of his character, may say, mildly, 
that he is often where he is not expected to 
be — but when he is at home he sleeps in a 
room above the stable. 

The door of his crib is reached from the 
yard by a flight of narrow stone steps, much 
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the worse for many years' wear, and, in 
consequence of their not being protected by 
a railings rather dangerous to any man who 
happens to be unsteady on his legs. The 
steps were all the more dangerous when 
the yard was in such a state of darkness 
as that of this stormy night when Hewitt 
entered it. 

The place was so dark that Willie could 
not see him at all, and could only track 
him by the sound of the light fall of his 
steps ; and he was not a little afraid that any 
accident might cause him to stumble against 
our man. 

But he is a sharp lad, and he did not 
make a step himself until after he had heard 
the sound of Hewitt's. When the sound 
stopped he stopped, and one of the pauses 
was so long that he began to fear that he 
had missed his prey altogether. 

He became restless, but he did not move. 
He set his teeth together, and held himself 
down steadily in the one spot. He strained 
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his eyes trying to see through the darkness. 
That did not help him ; and at last he was 
on the point of running out of the yard to 
search the street, when he heard a thud like 
the soft part of the clenched hand striking 
against a door. 

He crept toward the sound three paces 
and waited. 

It was repeated. 

Three paces more, and he waited until he 
had counted seventy-three. Then there 
appeared a thin streak of light just above 
his head, and he crouched down at the foot 
of the steps leading to the ostler's crib, 
at which point he discovered Hewitt by 
the feeble streak through the chink of the 
door. 

' What's the matter-now ?' was growled 
out from behind the door, as the bolt was 
drawn and the latch raised. 
. Hewitt pushed open the door and rushed 
in, and the door was closed again. Willie 
heard the bolt shot into its socket, or 
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fancied he heard it. At any rate, he ran 
the hazard of detection, and darted up the 
stair in time to hear the ostler's exclamation 
of surprise and recognition : 

' Hullo ! — what the devil brings you 
here T 

Willie flattened his ear against the 
door. 

'AH right, Nick,' was Hewitt's answer, 
in a tone that was sharp and yet concilia- 
tory; *I wanted to see you on business, 
and as I am leaving the town in a hurry, 
I had no help for it but to rouse you 
up.' 

There was no response to this for a 
minute, and, in spite of wind and rain, my 
lad fancied he could hear the two men 
breathing heavily. Then : 

* Let's have a look at you,' said Nick, 
and the light moved as if he were holding 
it up to the man's face. ' You look queer 
— haven't had a split with your rich wife 
that is to be ?' 
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'No.' 

That was a hard, steady negative, and 
implied that he was ready to knock any 
fellow down who dared to say anything to 
the contrary. 

' Haven't come to ask me to hold over 
that balance of the two thousand again T 

'No/ 

The light was set down on the floor. 
Willie could tell that by the movement of 
the streak that was shining through the 
chink. 

' Then what the blazes have you come 
about ?' exclaimed Nick, as if he were dis- 
posed to become angry at the short answers 
he received, and at his failure to guess the 
particular object of this late visit. 

If I had been there I would have guessed 
that he wanted to put off time so as to let 
the heat of the pursuit pass before he ven- 
tured out. And I would have been as much 
mistaken as my friend Dandy Nick was in 
his guesses. 
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Hewitt gave a sort of laugh which made 
my lad's flesh creep. He said it was 
more like the rattle in a dying man's 
throat than anything else he had ever 
heard. 

* I'll tell you fast enough,' he answered, 
when he had got his horrible croak over ; 
* but first, have you got anything to drink, 
or a pipe ?' 

' I have nothing to drink here, but I have 
a pipe.' 

* Well, give us a pufi*. I want a stimu- 
lant of some sort.' 

There was silence for a little while, and 
then the smell of tobacco. 

^ Maybe you'll tell me now what lark 
you're after ?' cried Nick, as if he were 
getting into a worse humour than before. 

* All right ; hurry no man's cattle. You 
see how cool I am sitting here, smoking my 
pipe of peace, whilst half the peelers in the 
town are whooping after me.' 

^ What for?' 
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Nick's voice sank to a terrified whisper as 
he made the inquiry. That's the one good 
quality in this rascal's character ; his little 
shrivelled soul has a fine sense of the 
majesty of the law. 

' Would you very much like to know ?' 
rejoined Hewitt jeeringly. 

How can the fellow have cultivated such 
enormous coolness ? I can only imagine 
it the result of the mathematical accuracy of 
every step he took and of every word he 
uttered. 

*I would — I shall — I must know this 
minute !' almost shrieked the other. 

* Very well, don't get into hysterics. I'll 
tell you. Put out the light.' 

*Why?' 

* It may be seen outside, and we may 
have more visitors than we want. Blow it 
out.' 

* I won't ; and the more who see it the 
better for me, and the sooner you get out of 
this the better for you. I've got eyes, and 



TRACKED, 239 

it doesn't need a cuter chap than me to see 
that there is something more than two or 
three months in quod will pay for on your 
shoulders. I am not going to have myself 
implicated ; so clear out of this, if you don't 
want me to holler out loud enough to bring 
them same peelers you told me about within 
arm's reach of you. Now, I give you two 
jiffies to get out/ 

Nick spoke boldly enough, but he was 
shivering all the time. And it must be 
owned that to be alone in a stable-loft with 
such a man as Hewitt, with such a look on 
his visage as he must have had, was not a 
pleasant position. 

* Very well, man,' was the perfectly 
quiet answer, ' I'll go ; but if I had known 
that you were such an infernal coward, I 
would not have troubled myself about the 
account I came to settle with you to- 
night.' 

*The two thousand — have you got it 
with you — the whole of it T cried Nick, 
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. his greed getting the better of his 
terror. 

* Yes, the whole of it. Look at that — 
keep your hands oflF, though.' 

* Another order for two thousand signed 
by Eobert Cargill ?' said Nick eagerly, 
and astonished. * That's the ticket. Tip 
it over.' 

^ Thank yon. In the meanwhile, 111 
tip it into my pocket, and when you have 
done what I want you to do, then I'll give 
it to you.' 

The ostler spoke sulkily after that. 

* What do you want me to do ? Haven't 
I done enough for you ? Haven't I put 
myself into all sorts o' scrapes for you to 
get that cash and save you from bursting up 
long ago ? You know that if it hadn't been 
for me your black cloth coat wouldn't have 
saved the respectable dodge you have been 
carrying on this long while. If it hadn't 
been for me, there's not a man in the town 
who wouldn't have known the steady, mealy- 
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mouthed Mister Hewitt to be what he is, a 
beggar who had got on a horse, and was 
riding to the devil/ 

Hewitt laughed again, and then, with the 
utmost contempt, he said : 

* Bah ! A sermon from Dandy Nick is a 
treat, but I cannot aflFord time to hear more 
of it at present. I'll tell you what I want. 
I am going to Edinburgh. I will not 
trouble you with my address ; but I wish a 
certain lady to know where to communicate 
with me.' 

* x\nd who is she T 

* Miss Burnett, Hill Street. I can write 
the note on a leaf of my pocket-book here, 
and I can trust you with it open for two 
reasons : first, because in spite of all your 
cunning you will not be able to read it ; and 
next, because if you attempt to play any 
trick with me you will never see a penny of 
your money.' 

' Supposing I don't want to be trusted 
with it,' snarled the ostler, sulkier than 
VOL. 11. 32 
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ever, * and supposing I won't go with it, 
what' 11 you. say then ?' 

* Say ? Why, good-bye, and you may 
say good-bye to your cash at the same 
time/ 

* But suppose you don't get the chance of 
saying good-bye ? suppose I won't let you 
budge one foot from this place till you hand 
over that order ?' 

* You're an ass, Nick.' 

' Oh, you think so,' said he, feebly sar- 
castic. 

^ I'm sure of it,' Hewitt went on quite 
calmly ; * because a man of my nature, in 
my position, would strangle you at the 
first sign of an intention to raise the 
alarm.' 

^ Then we'll try it.' 

There was a rush, and the door shook as 
if the ostler were trying to open it, and was 
suddenly hurled back ; there was a sound as 
Of a man falling on the floor. Then Hewitt's ' 
voice, still undisturbed : 
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* I told you that you are an ass, Nick. 
Now take your choice : do as 1 bid you and 
get your money, or take your own way and 
lose everything/ 

* I'll do what you want,' answered Nick 
huskily, as if he were choking. 

For several minutes neither spoke. 
Hewitt appeared to occupy the time in 
writing the note, which he now gave to the 
unwiUing messenger. 

* Take that to Hill Street,' he said, * and 
mind what you're about. * The house is 
most probably watched ; see that you don't 
fall into the hands of the beaks; and don't 
let yourself be dodged in coming back to me 
here.' 

* Are you to wait here ?' 

* I can't think of a safer place. OflF you 
go ; the lady will not be in bed, and so you 
can ring the bell as quietly as possible. She 
has had one fright to-night already, and I 
want to know how she stands it without 
giving her another. Come back sharp, as 
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I must be on the road to Edinburgh in 
another hour.' 

* Are you to walk ?' 

* Perhaps I'll borrow a horse from you/ 
Nick muttered something which my lad 

did not hear; for, having discovered where 
Hewitt was to wait and where the ostler 
was going to, he thought it time to start, 
so that he might be at Hill Street before 
Nick. 

He managed that, and found me waiting 
in the quandary about the whole business 
which I have described. The ostler was 
delayed on his journey to Hill Street, and 
so, previous to his arrival, Willie had time 
to explain all the foregoing, which I have 
amended by information subsequently re- 
ceived. 

My plan was speedily arranged. 

I took Willie with me and planted him 
near the comer of the street, at the mouth 
of a dark close. As soon as he saw Nick 
Ogg enter the house he was to run for a 
couple of constables. 
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Then I walked up to Sarah's house — 
poor lass, I wish it could have been done 
any other way — and knocked quietly. The 
girl, Susan Barr, opened the door on the 
chain and peeped out from behind her apron, 
with which she had been rubbing her eyes 
furiously. 

* Open, Susan, and let me in,' I whis- 
pered mysteriously ; * it is for your poor 
mistress's sake.' 

And so it was, Heaven knows ; for 
surely it was the duty of anybody who 
cared a pin for her to save her from further 
contact with that scoundrel. 

' Oh, sir, she's awfu' bad !' sobbed Susan, 
who knew nothing of my share in the late 
disturbance ; * an' she's locked her door 
since you gaed awa', and she'll no speak a 
word.' 

The chain was unfastened, and I stepped 
into the lobby, closing the door behind 
me. 

* Don't disturb her just now, Susan, by 
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saying I am here. All I want to do is to 
prevent a man who is coming from seeing 
her and annoying her. She has had sorrow 
enough for one night.' 

* It's very kind o' you, sir, and I'll do 
Just as you bid me.' 

* That's right; you are a- sensible 
lassie.' 

Now I have him, safe and sure. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

MORE OF MR. HADDEN's NOTE-BOOK. 

Success SO far. 

I GAVii Susan the necessary instructions. I 
did not flatter her when I said she was a 
sensible lassie. She would have been a 
very sensible lassie if it had not been for an 
excessive disposition to rub her eyes, sigh 
* Oh, sir, it's awfu' !' and blow her nose at 
the same time. This disposition, besides 
producing a rather discordant noise, ren- 
dered it a little difficult to explain anything 
to her. She understood me at last, and 
with some effort managed to keep quiet. 

I went into the parlour and took my 
place beside the window. Susan sat down 
near the door. Poor Sarah was in the next 
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room, making no movement or sound of any 
kind. I wonder now what she could have 
been doing, for she was as still almost as 
the body of her mother, which was lying 
cold and silent in the bedroom. 

The worst things turn out for the best 
sometimes, and perhaps Sarah's loss was 
one of those worst things. 

I raised the window-blind about half an 
inch, and by the help of a street lamp 
opposite, I was enabled to observe the 
door. 

I watched steadily for a quarter of an 
hour, and yet the ostler had not appeared. 
I began to fear that some accident had hap- 
pened after Willie had run from the stable- 
yard, and that Nick was not coming. 

Still I did not doubt that he would come, 
unless he had a great deal more respect for 
public justice than I ever accredited him 
with. In that case he might have gone in 
search of Captain Mactier, and delivered 
the criminal over to him at once. That 
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was not in the least likely, considering that 
he had such a large sum of money at stake. 

But I am nervously inclined to look at 
the worst side of things, and to doubt suc- 
cess even when it is within my grasp. Like 
Napoleon the Great, I prepare for defeat: 

I felt myself pretty sure that Nick would 
deliver his message ; and I felt pretty sure 
also that Hewitt would not stir from his 
hiding-place until he had received the 
answer. Not that I believed him capable 
of a regard for Sarah half strong enough to 
make him risk his own worthless neck on 
her account ; but I believed he would re- 
quire her assistance. Or, worse still, he 
might be mean enough to doubt her affec- 
tion, and consequently he would be anxious 
to assure himself — on his usual mathema- 
tical principles — that whatever happened 
she would not give evidence against him. 

Faugh ! how little a bad nature can un- 
derstand a good one I 

I was sure he would come, and he came. 
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At the first glimpse I caught of the ostler's 
w-iry little body I dropped the blind. 

* Now, Susan, there's the man ; keep 
quiet, and do as I told you.' 

There was a timid sort of a ring as I 
spoke; and Susan, having blown her nose 
quietly to intimate assent to my wishes, 
stepped into the lobby. She had a candle 
and matches ready, and struck a light. I 
should have observed before that we ! pur- 
posely remained in the dark. 

While Susan proceeded to answer a 
second summons of the bell, and a more 
decisive one than the first, I slipped over to 
the door of Sarah's room and listened. 

Not a sound, not a movement. There 
was a light burning in her room — I was 
sorely tempted, and I yielded to the temp- 
tation. 

I peeped through the keyhole. 

She was sitting before the table ; the 
light drawn close to her, and her hands, 
resting on the table, clasped a bundle of ' 
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papers. Letters? No doubt, and letters 
from him. 

Her face was as white as chalk, and as 
hard-looking as if it had been one of those 
wretched little cast-iron ornaments you see 
in kitchens. She had been sitting that way 
for hours, I suppose, with all the dead 
hopes crushed there in her hands ; with her 
whole heart and body frozen. I do not like 
to look upon death, but I would rather have 
spent a week in a family tomb, with all the 
coffins uncovered, than have looked for that 
one moment upon her living face, with its 

cold dead calm. 
I was glad to hear Susan's voice. It 

recalled me to business. 

I drew back from Sarah's room, and 
stood at the end of the lobby, listening to 
what passed at the outer door. 

* It's a note for Miss Burnett,' I heard 
Nick say nervously, ^ and I muSt have an 
answer.' 

* My mistress canna be spoken to the 
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nicht, but you can leave the note and ca' 
back in the momin'/ 

* That won't do. The gentleman can't 
wait. I wasn't to leave without the 
answer, ' 

^ Very well,' answered Susan (playing her 
part admirably), * if ye'U come in a minute 
I'll gi e her your message/ 

She opened the door, and permitted the 
ostler to enter. She locked and chained 
the door before leaving him. Then she left 
him standing in the dark, and brought the 
note and the light to me. 

The note was simply a leaf of an ordinary 
pocket-book, carefully folded. I opened it 
at once, and read : 

* 1 am safe. Say nothing j and wait.' 

I turned the paper over and over, but 
could find nothing more than these words. 
That puzzled me, for the information Willie 
had given me had led me to expect some 
mysterious writing in cypher which would 
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have given me the clue to the place where 
Hewitt proposed to hide himself, in the 
event of his escaping me at the stable. 

I began to suspect a ruse of some sort^ 
but of what sort I could not form the least 
idea, and I had no time to give the matter 
sufficient consideration at that moment. 
I knew him to be capable of the most un- 
accountable manoeuvres — unaccountable, 
that is, to a second party, but perfectly clear 
to himself, and definite in their aim. 

Prompt action became all the more ne- 
cessary. I took the candle from Susan, 
and marched out to my friend Nick. I 
held the light up, so that he might see 
my face at once. 

He recognised me, and at the same 
moment gave a snort like a pig alarmed, 
wheeled about to the door, attempting to 
open it. 

* Don't be in a hurry, Nick,' I said ; * I 
have got the key here, and I will let you 
out in time enough.' 
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He saw that he was in a trap, and like a 
sensible fellow submitted — ^very doggedly, 
though. He fumbled in his trousers-pockets 
with his hands, then suddenly began to 
button his jacket, as if he had no time to 
lose. He nodded, scowling as if he would 
have liked to have eaten me. 

* I didn't expect to find you here, old 
fellow,' he stammered, with mock familiarity 
and friendliness. 

^ The pleasure is all the greater in the 
surprise,' said I jokingly. * I always like 
to do business pleasantly. You need not be 
uncomfortable, however; there is no harm 
meant to you.' 

* I am not the least uncomfortable ; there 
is nothing I have done as I'm afeard 
of.' 

* I'm glad to hear it, as in that case you 
won't object to come with me/ 

' Where to ?' 

* Only as far as the stable-yard of the 
Royal George. You've got a friend of 
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mine there whom I have some particular 
business with.' 

The thought of his two thousand pounds 
which he had so nearly regained, and which 
he was now so likely to lose altogether, flashed 
across his mind. I could see it by the 
twitch of his mouth, as he plucked up courage 
for a bold falsehood. 

* There's no friend of yours there that I 
know pf, and I'm not going to the stable to- 
night again.' 

I put my hand in my pocket, and pro- 
duced the prettiest pair of bracelets he had 
ever seen. I held them up to let him have 
a good look at them ; and they made a 
decided impression. He shrank back as 
far as he could get, and stood watching me, 
like a whipped cur who would like to show 
his teeth and dared not. 

* Now, I mean these ornaments to be 
devoted to the special use of the friend I 
refer to,' was my friendly intimation ; ' and 
I don't want to have the trouble of usino* 
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them until I meet him. So be sensible, 
Nick, just to oblige me.' 

* You've got no right to use them on me ; 
and if it comes to that we are man to man, 
and you are an old one.' 

* Ay, but a tough one. We won't argue 
that though, because you're wrong again. 
There are a couple of gentlemen waiting 
outside to take part in our amusement.' 

He gave a suppressed howl, and began 
to wipe the perspiration from his brow. 

' There's a fortune lost,' he whined ; * the 
money as I've worked hard for, and come 
honestly by — it's a damned shame that I 
should be the loser on his account !' 

* You'll lose a great deal more if you 
don't take my advice. Come now, arc you 
to be quiet, or am I to use force ?' 

^ Well, do as you like — seems to me as 
if I was bom for nothing but to be kicked 
about by everybody.' 

Knowing Mr. Ogg's character, and know- 
ing that the money which he was about to 
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lose was come by in some gambling trans- 
action, I had not mnch sympathy for him ; 
but I did pity the hysterical struggle of his 
greed with his terror of the law. 

I went back to Susan, and bade her not 
say a word about this transaction to her 
mistress. Then I unlocked the door and 
passed out with the ostler. 

On the doorstep a couple of constables 
were waiting for us; and that spectacle 
completely disposed of any thoughts of de- 
ceiving me which Nick might have enter- 
tained. He became submissive as a lamb. 
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Kathleen Mavoumeen. Fcap. 8vo, 

picture cover, li. 
Undsay'e Luofc. Fcap. 8vo, picture 

cover, iB. 

Piretty Polly Pemterten. FGap.8ve^ 
ptetnre cover, la. 



Buchanan's (Robert) Works: 

Ballada 




Seleeted Poeme of Robert Buchanan. 

With Frontiepiece by T. Dauibu 

Crown 8vo» doth extn, g|L 
Undertonea. Cr. 8vo, doth extra, g|L 
London Poama. Cr. 8vo, cL extra, g|L 
The Book of Orm. Crown Bvo^ dotb 

extra, SiL 
White Roea and Red: A Love Story. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 
Idylle and Legende of Invarbum. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SiL 
St. Abe and hie Seven WIvea: A Tela 

of Salt Lake City. With a Frontla- 

Siiece by A. B. Houobtom. Crown 
vo, doth extra, fii. 

Robert Buohanan'aComplata Poet:l> 
oal Worka. With Steel-idate Por^ 
trait. Crown Svoi doth extra, 
7a. Od. Hnih€tre$s. 

The Hebrld telea: Wanderings m the 
Land of Lome and the Goter He- 
brides. With Frontispiece by W. • 
Small* Crown Svo^ cloth extra, Si; j 

A Poet'e Sketoh-Book: Selectkma 
from the Proee Writings of Robbbt > 
BucHAXAB. Crown Svo^ cL extra, 6il ' 

The Shadow of the Sword: A Ro* 

mance. Grown 8vo, doth extras . 
Si. Sd. ; post 8vOb illnst boards, SIL 

A Child of Nature : A Romanceu With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, doth . 
extra. Si. 6a. ; poet Bvo, most bda.,SiL .. 

God and the Man ; ARomance. With ; 
Illustrations br Fbbd. Barxabr ^ 
Crown 8vo, doth extra. Si. SO.; post ' 
Svo, illustrated boerda, Sb. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline: A : 
Romance. WithFrontisptecebyA.W. • 
CooPBB. Cr.Svo, doth extra. Si.SA.: '■ 
post Svo, illustrated boards, ». 

Love Me for Ever. With a Fronti» 
piece by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo^ 
doth extra. Si. Sd.; post 8vo, HIosp 
trated boards, 2i. 

Annan Water: A Romance. Crown 
Svo, doth extra. Si. Sd. 

The New Abelard : A Romance. Ciowa 
8vo, doth extra. Si. Sd. 

Foxglove Manor: A NoveL Three 
VolSn crown Svo, 

Burton (Robert): 

The Anatomy of Melsuieholy. A 
New Bdition. complete, corrected 
and enriched by Trimslations of the 
Classical Extracta. Demy Svo, doth 
extra, 71. SO. 

Melancholy Anatomleed : Being aa 
Abridgment, for popolar nee, of Bu» 
TOB'e Anatomy ob Mblamcboli* 
7oet Svo, doth limp, Si. Si. 
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Burton (Captain), Works by: 

To the Gold Coast fop Gold : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. Br Richard F. Bur- 
ton and Vbrnby Lo?btt CAMBROit. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sll. 

The Book of the SwoPd: Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Coantries, from the Earliest 
Times. By Richard P. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustratioiia. Square 
8vo, cloth ex tra, 82fc 

Bunyan's Pflgpfm's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engraved 
by GooDAU., and namerous Woodcnts. 
Oown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7«. 6d. 

Byron (Lord): 

Byi*on'a Lettere and Journale. With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
MooRB. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
foil-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 71. fid. 

Byi*on's Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, JM. 

Cameron (Commander) and 

Captain Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
for Gold: A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard F. Burton and Vxrnbt 
Lovbtt Caubron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vote., crown 8vo, 
doth extra, Ul. 

Cameroii (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ss. Sd. each; 
post 8vo, illnstrated boards, li. each. 

ilullet'a OuaiNllan. 

Decelve ra Ever. 

Campbell White and Black : 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
GxoROB Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vq^ 
cloth extra, lilL 

Carlyle (Thomas): 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re- 
oolleotlone. By Momcurb D. Con- 
way, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with lllnstrations, 6|l 

On the Choice of Booke. Bv TvosiAt 
Carlylb. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. Shbphbrd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, 
Illnstrated, li. ed. 

The Correepondenee of Thomaa 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
1834 to X873. Edited by Charlbs 
BuoT Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols.«CToW 'Vo, cloth extra, Ms. 



Chapman's (George) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
indoding the doobtfnl ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay bv Alobr- 
MON Charlbs Swxnburnb. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, ISi. ; or separ ately. Si. each. 

Chatto & Jaokson.^ATreatiS8 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrbw Cmattc 
and John Jacbson. With an Addi* 
tiooal Chapter by Hbnrt G. Bohn ,* 
and 450 fine lllnstrations. A Repri.ii 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4ta^ haU-bonnd, 



Chaucer : 
Chauoer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 
Ei^t Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 8i. 

Chauoer for Sohoole. By Mrs. H. R. 
* Hawbis. Demy 8vo, cloth Ump, li.6d. 

City (The) of bream : A Poem. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra. Si. [/a ths prtss, 

Cobban.— The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclarbn Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, li. 

Collins (C. Allston).— .The Bar 
sinister: A Story. By C. Allstoh 
Odluhb. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.,lB. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances),. 

Novels by : 
Sweet and Twenty. Post 8vo, illa»- 

trated boards, 2i. 
Franoee. Post 8vo, illnst. bds., Si. 
Biaokemlth and Scholar. Post 8vo,. 

illustrated boards. Si. ; crewn Bvo,, 

cloth extra. Si. 6d. 

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, fllnst. /' 
boards, Si. ; cr. 8vo, doth extra. Si. 6d. 

You Play Me Falee. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards. Si.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 6di 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post 8vo^ illus- 
trated boards, Sh. ; crown ivo. doth 
extra. Si. 6d. 

Tranemlgratlon. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards. Si. : crown 8vo, doth extra, 
Si.Od. 

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards. Si. ; crown 
8vo, doth extra. Si. (ML 

A Fight with Fortune. Post 8vo 
illustrated boards Si. 
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Collins (WItkle), Novels by. 

Bach pott BrOpUlnstratod boards, 2t{ 

cloth Ump, 21. 6d.; or crown Syo^ 

cloth extra, Illattrated, Ss. 6d. 
Antonlna. lUnst. by A. Concamkk. 
Baall. lUustrated by Sir Jobm Gtu 

BBRT and J. Mahonbt, 
Hide and Seek. lUastrated by Sir 

John Gilbert and J. Mahonbt. 
The Dead Secret. Illostrated by Sir 

John GiLBSaTand A. Concanbm. 
Queen of Hearta lUastrated by Sir 

John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 
My Mlaoellanlee. With lUastntioni 

by A. Concanen. and a Steel-plate 

Portrait of Wilkib Collins. 
The Woman In Whltc^With lUn^ 

tratioDs by Sir John Gilbbbt and 

F. A. Fbasbb. 

The Moonstone. Whh lUastrations 

by G. Du MAVRiERand F. A. Fbasbb, 

Man and WHSs. Ulust. by W. Small. 

Pool* Mist Flnoh. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maubibb and Bdwabo 

HUQBBS. * 

Mist OP MPS. P With lUastrations by 

S. L. Fildbs and Hbnrt Woods. 
The New Magdalen. lUustrated by 

G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rands. 
The Fpozen Deep. lUustrated by 

G. Dd Maurier and J. Mahonbt. 
The Law and the Lady. lUustrated 

by S. L. FiLnss and Sydnby Hall. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. lUustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughtep. 
The Blac k Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. Crown 8vo» cloth 
extra, 8s. 6d. 

" I Say No." Three Vols.» crown 8to. 
sued. {Shortly. 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers/* and other Humoroas Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of Georqb Col- 
uan. With Life by G. B. Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

OonvaJesoent Cookery : A 

FamUy Handbook. Bv Cathbrtnb 
Ryan. Post 8vo, la. ; cf. limp. Is. (ML 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 

Dsmonology and Devll-Lops. Two 
Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 lUosts., : — 



Cokwat's (M. D.) Wobbs, somMnumI— 
A Nscklacs of StoHes. lUustrated 

bv W. J. Hennbssy. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, 61. 
The Wandering Jsw. Crown 8to, 

doth extra, 8b. 
Thomas Cariyta: Letters and Re^ 

eotlectlons. With lUuatrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6|l 

Cook (Dutton), Works by: 

Hours with ths Players. WItii a 

Sted Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8vo, cloth extra,ai. 
NItfhts at the Play : A View of the 
Sngli^ Stage. New and Cheaper 
BdUion. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Leo: A NoveL Post 8to, iUustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Paul Foster's Daughtep. Post Svo, 
Ulustrated boards. Si.; crown 8vOi 
doth extra, 88. Cd . 

Coopsp.— Heart Salvage, by 

Sea and Land. Stories by Mrs- 
CoopBB (Katharine Saumdbrs). 
Tliree Vds., crown 8vo. 

Copyright. — A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Jbrrold, of the Middle 
Temple, £sq., Barrister-at-iAW. Post 
8vo, cloth limp. Si. 6d. 

Cornwall.^PopularRomances 

of ths West of Englanci*; or, The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.ItS. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel'plate lUnstratioos by 
Georqb Cruikshank. Crown 8vo. 
doth extra, 7i. 8d. 

Creasy .^Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History Of Eton College. By Sir 
Edwarp ..Creasy, Author of ** The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portraits, 7i. Sd. 

Cruikshank (George) : 

The Comic Almanack. Comi)1ete in 
Two Series : The First from 1835 
to 1843 { the Second from 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 

HuilOUB of TllACBBBAY, HoOD, MaY- 

rew, Albert Smith, A'Bbgbbtt, 
Robert Brougb, ftc. With s^ooo 
Woodcuts and Sted BngravUigs by 
Cruirshanb. Hinb, Landblls, ftd 
Crown 8vo. cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 1%. 6d. each. 
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CsinxsHARK (G.)t conlinueJ^ 
The Life of George Crulkehank. Bj 
Blanchard Jerrold, Author onF 
"The Life of Napoleon III./' &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefnllj 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8tO| 
cloth extra, 7i. ocL 

Robineon Crueoe. A beautifol re- 
production of Major's Edition, with 
47 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by George Cruikshanx, choicely 

?rinted. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
8. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies, 
f Tinted on hand-made paper, with 
adia proofs of the Illustrations, 86s. 



Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
ald py; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John £. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
'illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cyples. — Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyflbs. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Daniel. — Merrie England In 

the Olden Time. Bv George Daniel. 

.With lUu^tratidns by Robt. Crdix- 

8SANX. Crown 8vo, cfoth extra, 88. 6d. 

Daudet Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist Bv Alpronsb 
- Daudbt. Translated by C. Haxrt 
Meltxer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. 

Davenant What shall my 

Son beP Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 

V Ona Thouaand Medical Maxinna. 
Crown 8vo, l8.; cloth, l8. 6d. 

Nuraery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
i Crown 8vo, l8. ; cloth, 18. 6d. 

Aide to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 28. ; 
■ cloth limp, 28. 6d. [Shortly, 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Woi^a, including Psalms 1. 

. to L. in Verse, and other mtberto Un- 
published MSS.. for the first time 
Collected and Edited, With Memorial- 

-Introdttction and Notes; by the Rev. 

^A,' B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vol8., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards^ 128« 



De Malstre.— A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavier de Maistrb. 
Translate<^. by Henrt Attwbll. Poet 
Bvo, clot a .Imp, l8. 6d. 

De Mllle— A Castle In Spain. 

A Nove ^ By Jambs De Millb. With 
a Fronti/ipiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. od^ 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Cup Lady of Teara. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. Sd. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

Cipoe'e Lovera. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 18 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sketchea by Box. rNlcholaaNlckleby 
Pickwick Papei^ | Ollvep Twiat. 

The Speechea of Chaplea DIckena. 
{May/air Library.) Post 8vo, cloth 
mp, 28,6d. 

The Speeohea of Chaplee DIckena, 
X84X-X870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Hbrne Srep- 
HERO. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 68. 

About England with DIckena. By 
Alprsd kimiibr. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C A. VANDBRHOor, Alfrxo 
Rimmer. and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 108. 6d. 

Dictionaries : 

A DIctlonapy of Mlpaclee: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. B. C. Brbwbr, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d.; hf.-bound, 88. 

The Readep'a Handbook of Allu- 
alone, Refepencea, PIpta, and 
StoPlea. By the Rev. E. C. Brbwbr. 
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
throughout, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete Engush Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,406 pages, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Authopa and thelp WoPke, with the 
Datee. Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook," sepa^ 
rately printed. By the Rev. E. C. 
Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28i 

Famlliap Alluelona: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information; in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Pakitings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Rains, Churches, Ships, 

■ Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities 
and the like. By Wu. A: Wbebleb 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8to doth extra, 78. Sd. 
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DicnoKAnBt, 

Short Saylngft of Oroftt Mon. With 
Hiilorical «iid Expbuiatory Notet. 
By Samiibl A. Bbmt. MUL Demy 
8vo, olothextra, 7f. W. 

A Olotlonary of tho Df«ma: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to tlie Plays, 
PlaywTij|bU,PUyers, end PUyhonses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from Che Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Datbnport Adams. 
A tldoic Totome, crown Ivo^ half- 
boond^Uked. U»pnparaiUm. 

The SInng DIotloiiory: Btyniologleal, 
Historical, and AaeedotaL Ccown 
Bvo^ doth eztia, 9»» 6d. 

Women of the Day: A Biographical 
Dictionary. ByPaaacBsHAYa. Cr. 
•voiOloth extra, fli. 

Wordi^ Foots, and Phpooeo: A Die- 
tionary of Cnrioos, Qnaint, and Ont- 
of-the>Way Matters. By Bubxsr 
BowABoe. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr.8¥0,cLoK^T>.<d.; hf.-bd.,ti. 

Diderot.— The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's **Le Paradose sur le 
Com6dien«'* by Walter Hbreibs 
Pollock. With a Preface by Hbmet 
iRViMO. Cr. Svo, in parchment, 4l. 6d. 

bobaon (W. T.), Works by : 

Literary Fplvolltlea.Fnnoioe,Follloe, 
and Fpolloe. Post 8vo, d. ip., Si. 6d. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eooontpi- 
cltlee. Post Svo, cloth limp, 1^ M. 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towna; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With «8 Ulnstrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. Svo, cl. ex., 7l. 6d. 

JDrama, A Dictionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights. PUyers, and Play- 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sest Times. By W. Davenport 
Adaus. (Uniform with Brbwbr's 
*' Reader's Handbook."} Crown 8vo, 
half-bound, 12i. Sd. [/o preparajion. 

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. Svo, 
cl. ex.. Vignette Portraits. Si. per VoU 

Ben Joneon'e Wopirs. With Notes 
Critical and Ezpiuuiiof7, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gotoro. 
BdiL by Col. Cdmnimghaii. sVols. 

Chapman's Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vd. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtinl 
ernes; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Tranalationa,with IntrodoctoryBssay 
byA.C.SwiKauR]iB; Vol.III.,Trana« 
latloas of tho I>iad and Odyssey, 



Dramatists, Thb Olo^ awrf f wii f i f 
Maplowo*o Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Commimo- 
BAH. One Vol. 
Maeslnger'a Playe. From the Text of 
WxixjAM GiPPORD. Edited by CoL 
CoMwiiiOHAM. One VoL 

Dyer. — The Folk - Lore of 

Plants. By T. F. Trisblton Dma, 
M.A., Ac. Crown 8va cloth estra, 
Ts. Sd. [In prgpmnUion, 

Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations^ 
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
Svo, doth boards^ 6|l per Volume. 

Fletohor's (Giles, B.D.) Comploto 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davles' (Sir John) Comploto 
Poetloal Works. Two Vole. 

Herrlok'e (Robert) Comploto Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Comploto 
Poetlo al Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert(Lord)ofChorlMjry'oPoome. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churtom CoLLxna. Crown Svo^ 
parchment, S^ 

Edwardes(Mrs.A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 
Arehio Lovoll. Post Svo. illnst bds.» 

h extra, " 



8m, ; crown Svo, cloth 



ai.Sd. 



Eggleston.^Roxy : A Novel By 
Edward Boolbston. Poet Svo, illust. 
boards, 28. ; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and 

Preoloue stones: their !Xistorr,Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining thei. Reality. By Harry 
Eu AMUSL, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
Svo, cloth eitra, gilt, Ss. 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, Ac 
By C. J . Richardson. Third Edition. 
Nearly 6oo lUnsts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex.,7s.6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.8JV.), 

Workaby: 

Stories from the State P a per s . 
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 9». 

Tho LHis and Times of Prinso 
Charlee Stuart. Count of Albeay, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheeper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crowa SfOb 
Gloth«itra»7i.ed. 
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Eyes, The-^ow to Use oup | Fletoher't (Giles, B.D.) Com- 

" - ^ " ' - pl^t^ Fo«m»! Christ's Viclorie ia 

Heftyen, Christ's VIctorM oa Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor PcMBM. with Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes bj the Rev. A. B. 
GaosiutT, RD. Cr. gvo^ cloth bds . 6 3. 

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre ; A 

Novel. i^ALBAMT DB FONBLARQUB. 

Post 8vo, Olostnitfd boards, 2». 

Pranoillon (R. E.), Novels by- 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Ss. M. eacL ; 

post Svo, illnst boards, li. each. 
Olympla. | Quoen Cophetua. 
Ono by On%. 

Esthep's Qlovtti Fcap. Svo^ picture 
cover, li. 

A Real Queen. Cr. Bvo, cl. extra, te. 6d . 

Frencii Uterature, History of. 

By Hbnrt Vab Laob. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., Ti. ed. eac h. 

Frere.— Pandurang Hari ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoa With a Preface 
hjr Sir H. Babtlb Fbbrb, G.C.S.I., &c. 
Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, Si. M. : post 
8vo, aiBstrated boards, U, 

FHswell.— One of Two: A Novel. 
By Haib Friswbxx. Post 8vo, illus- 
_t»tedboards,Jfi; 

Frost (tliomas), works by : 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 
CIraue Lll^ and Cli*oue Celebritiee. 
The Lives of the Conjupeps. 
Tha OM Showman and tha Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry.— Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charltlee, 1884-6. By Hbrbkrt 
Fry Showing their Name, Date ol 
Foundation, Objects, Income, 0£Bcia]s, 
&c. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. Ig. 6d. 

Gardening Books: 

A Year's Work In Qardan and GMen- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fniit, and Frame Garden. 
By Gborgb Gzjebmt. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2b. 6d. 

Oup Kitchen Qapden: The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jbrrold. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Household Hoptlotiltupe: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tou and Ianb 
Jbrrold. Ulust. Post8vo,cl. lp.,&.6d. 

The Gapden that Paid tha Rent. 
By Tou Jbrrold. Fcap. 8vo^ illus- 
trated cover. Is.; cloth limp, u. 6d. 

My QaPden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByFtG.HBATH. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, &i. ; gilt edges, di. 



Byei^ and How to Preserve Them, fiv 
John Bbowbibo, F.R.AS., ftc Witn 
37 lUottntioDB, Grown SvQi li.; doth, 

Fairholt.~Tobacco : Its His- 

toiy and Associations; with an Ao* 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
ncture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Faib- 
HOLT, F.S.A With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and upwards of xoo Illustra- 
tions bv the Author. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, n. 

Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 

book of Miscellaneous Information: 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statnes, Paintings, Palaces; Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships* Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By William A. Wrbblbb, 
Author of" Noted Names of Fiction ; '* 
and Chablbs G. Whbxlxb. Demy 
Svo, cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemloal Histopy of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Rqval Institution. 
Edited by Wijlliam Cbookbs, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo. cloth extra, with numerous 
Illostrations, 4s. 6d. 

On tha Vaplous Fopoet of Natupa, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Bdited by William Cbooxbs, F.CS. 
Post Svo, cloth extra, with numerous 
lUnstrations. 4b. 6d. 

Fln-Bec — The Cupboard 

PaiMpe: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
Svo, doth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recpeations of a Lltepapy Man : 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 8l. 

Tha Wopid Behind the Soanaa. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Cuarlbs Lamb. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, SB. each. 
- Bella Donna. | Nevep Forgotten. 

The Saoond Mpa. Tlllotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy-five Bpooke Stpeet. 

Tha Lady of Brantoma. 
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Qarrett.— The Capel Girls : A 

Novel. By Edward Garkbtt. Post 
8Y0,illn«tbds.. 2». ; cr.8vo, cl.ex.,»l. 6<L 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

for 1884. One Shilling Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entitled ^'Phlllstla," 
by Cbciz. Power, is now appearing 
"Soianca Notes," by W. Mattwo 
Williams, F.R.A.S., snd "Table 
Talk," bv Sylvamus Urbam, are also 
eontinnea monthly. 
%* Norn nady, the Volumt f9f Jahuart 
fo JUKB, 1884. tMh Mtrot ^rics Si. 6d.S 
Cases for bindingt 1^ foch, 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grium. and 
Translated by Bdoar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 89 lUostrations on Steel by 
Gborqb Cruxkshamr. Square Svo^ 
cloth extra, 88. Sd. ; gilt edges, 78. Sd. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 88. Sd. each ; 

post 8vo, iUnstrated boards, 28. each. 
Robin Gray. 
Fop Lack of Qold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
Fop the King. 



Queen of the 

Meadow. 
In PasturesQreen 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Flower of the 

Forest. [lem. 
A Heapt'e Ppob- 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 
The Dead Heart. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. Od. each* 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 
crown 8yo. 

Found Out. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 
[SherUy. 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 88. ffa rh. 
Dr. Austin's Quests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain, 
tiamee Duke, Costermonger. 

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Seriesi each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. 

The First Sbivrs contains— The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 

,PaIace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains— Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— DanTDruce— Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 

.Pirates of Pensanoe. 



Glenny.^A Year's Work fn 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower. Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. B^ Gbokqb 
Glenn y. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 8A. 

Godwin Lives of the Necro- 

mancere. By William Godwin. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Golden Library, The: 
Square x6mo (Tauchnitz siseX cloth 

limp, 28. per volume. | 

Bayard Taylor's DIverelone of the 1 
Eoho Club. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad Hletoiy 
of England. 

Bennetfe (Dr.) Songe for Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwln'e (William) Livee of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

/Holmes's Profsseor at the Bpsak' 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whime and Oddltlee. Com-, 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Talee of tM 
AlhambrcL 

Jesse'e (Edward) Scenee and Oo- 

oupatlons of a Country Life. 
Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 

Complete in OneVoL 
Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a 

Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 

With Portrait, and Introduction by 

Edmund Ollier. 

Mai lory's (Sir Thomas) Moit 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. HoNT- 
GOMBRis Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
ductionand Notes,byT.M'CRiB,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. . 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral ' 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Saintb-Bkuvk. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Bdited,with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clakxb. 

Shelley's Early Poeme. and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Luoh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poeme: Laon Md 
Cythna, &c. 

®'1®1'®.Y'* Posthumous Poem*, the 
Shelley Papers, &c. 



CHATTO &> WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 



zz 



GoLDBM LitKART, Thb, Continued-^ 

Shelley's Prase Wopke, including A 

RefHtatk>n of Deism, Zastrozzi, St. 

Irvyne, &o. 
White's Natuntl History of 8el- 

bome. Edited, with AdditiooSi by 

Thomas Browk» FX.S. 

Qoiden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An Bnstclopjbdia or Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected end Edited by 
Trbodorb Tatloik. Crown 8to, cloth 
gilt and gilt edges, 7ft 6d. 

Gordon Gumming (C. F.),Work8 

by: 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fso- 
simile and numerous full-page Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
8b. 00. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. P^my 8to, doth extra, 88. 6d. 
[Shortly, 

Graham. — The Professor's 

Wlfs : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is.; cloth 
extra, 28. 6d. ^_^ 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Anti^e Monu- 
ments. By Brnst Gurl and W. 
KoNBR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HusFFSR. With u^ Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8yo, 
cloth extra, 7a. od. 

Greenwood (James)tWorks by: 
The Wilds of London. Crown 8vo« 

cloth extra, 88. 6d. 
Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 

Strange Fisn to be Found There. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassiz, Piercs, and Gray; 
13 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 48. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNcus. Crown 8vo, Is. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 



Hakb's (Dr. T. G.) Poems, cotUinuid^ 

New Symbola. Crown 8vob doth 
extra, 68. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Serpent Ptaiy. Crown 6vo, cloth 
extra. 6s. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irfsh Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C Halx» With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Macusb, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vOb 
cloth extra, giJt, 78. 6d. 

Halliday.— Every-day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 88. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over zoo Facsimiles and Ex- 

Slanatory Text By Don Fbux db 
AuiiiAMCA. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
88. 6d. 

Hanky^Panky : A Collection of 

Very BasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Skij^t of Hand, ftc. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With floo 
Illnsts. crown 8vo, cloth extra,48. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady DufTUs). — Paul 

Wynter's Sacrlflee: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust 
boards, 28. _" 

^ — ■ 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd.'* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8 vo, illustrated bds., Is. 

Hawels (Mrs. H.1R.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, 18. ; cloth limp. Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured FroAtispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 68. 

The Art of Deooratlon. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 108. 6d^ 

Chaucer for Children t A Golden 
Key. With Bight Coloured Pictures 
ana numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for ^ohoola. Demy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R.).— American. 
Humorists. Including Washimoton 
Irving, Oxjver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward,M*rk Twain, and Bret Hartb. 
By the Rev. H. R. Hawbis, M.A«. 
Crown 8vo cloth extra, 68. 
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crowa 8vo, cioth extra, Sli 6d. each ; 
post 8to, lUoitcated boardi, Sf. each. 

Qarth. I Sebastian Stroma. 

^illoa Quentln. I Duet. 

Prinea Saronl'e WHIk 

Mra. Galnabopough'a DIamonda 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated ocnrer. If. ; 
doth e xtra, 1^ 6d. 

Crown 8vOb cloth extra, li. M. each. 
Fortuna'a Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. With mnstratioiis 
by A. Frbdb RICKS. 

Mercy Holland, and other Stories. 
Three Vols., crown 6vo. {Shor tly, 

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and 

hie Wife. By Juuan HAWTHoaNS. 
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ms. 

[Twenty-five copies of an RdUUm dt 
Lux9, printed on the best hand-made 
paper, larae 8vo sise. and with India 

f>roo& of tne Illustrations, are reserved 
or sale in England, price 48l. per set. 
Immediate application shonld be made 
by anyone desiring a copy of this 
special and very limited Bditton.] 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborgb Hbath, Author of 
" The Fern World,'* &c. Crown 8vo, 
cLez., 6s. ; d. gilt, gilt edges, 8b. 

Helps (8ir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
6vo, cloth limp, Si. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. 

Ivan da BIron : A NoveL Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 81. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, li. 

Heptalogia (The); or. The 
Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Bdited, with 
Introdaction, by J. Cmvrton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, IxMmd in parchment, 8i. 

Herriok's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Wirh Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Noie^j by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart. D.D., Stoel Portrait, Index 
rf First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, tSs. 



Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst vonX Works by : 
Tunia: The Land and the Peop^. 
With 23 Illustrations. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 88. Sd. 

Tha New South-West: Tkavelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexica 
With zoo fine Illnstrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
14s. lln Reparation 

Hind ley (Charles), Worlcs by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. Sd. each. 

Tavern Aneodotes and Saylnga : In- 
cluding the Origin of Si8;ns, and 
Reminiscences oonnectea with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, ftc 
With Illustrations. 

The Llfs and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlks Hindlbt. 

Hoey The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashsl Host. With is lUua* 
trations by P. MacNab. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. {ShorUy. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Worlcs by: 

The Autocrat of tha Breukfkst- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
St. 6d.; another Edition in smaller 
tvpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, B. 

The Professor at the Breakflast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, doth limp, SS. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual ktr the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holicks, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; d. limp, ll. Sd. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choloe Works, In Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and soo Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus< 
trations. Post 8vo, doth limp, li. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North ^>la! 
A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. 
With 35 Illustrations by W. Brun- 
TON and E. C Barnbs. Square 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Si. 

A Golden Heart: A NoveL P38t8v& 
iUustrated boards, Ik 
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Nook's (Theodore) Choloe Hu. 

morous WoHcSy incinding hit Lndi- 
croos AdventnreSfBona Mots, Pnns And 
Hoazet. With a New Life of the 
Author. Portnitt, Fecsimilei, end 
lUosts. Cr. gyo, cL ertra, gilt, It. 6d. 

Hooper.->The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. Gborob Hoepsa. 
Po st 8vo, illastrated boards, 2i. 

Horne. — Orion : An Epic Poem, 

in Three Books. By Richard Hsm- 
01 ST HoRMB. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by SuU' 
MBRs. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
clot h extra, 7s. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Lahoui*, Historically and Bco- 
nomically considered: Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Indostrial Aspects. By Gborob 
HowBLL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 

NotM Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illastrated boards, 81. 

Hunt.<~E8say8 by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
trodaction by Edmumd Glubr. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, ai. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Ss. M. each ; 
post Svo, illnstrated boards. Si. each. 

Thopnicroft's Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. ^___ 

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jban Imoblow. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, Ss. M.; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2g. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

«f. Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcb- 
VAL Gr avbs. Post Svo, d. ump, 9», Cd. 

Irving (Washlngton),Works by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, SB. each. 
Talee of a Traveilep. 
Talee of the Alhambra. 

tianvler— Practical Keramlcs 

for Studente. By Cathbrinb A. 
Jawvibr. Cr own Svo, cloth extra, to. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown Svo, cloth extra, St. M. ; or post 
Svo, illustrated tx>arda, Sg. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught 



JefTerles (Richard), Works by: 

Natura neap London. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, Si. 

The Life of the Flalde. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by : 

CuHoeltlee of Cpltlolem. PostSvo^ 
cloth limp, St. Sd. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 

Sicetch. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Si. 

^ [ In th€ prtis. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roelcpuclane : Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. Bv 
Harqravb Jxnnxnos. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of soo Illus- 
trations. A New ttdition, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 7t. 6A. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jbrrold. Fcap. Svo, illus- 
trated cover. Is. ; cloth limp, li. Sd. 

Household Hortloultupe: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Janb 
Jbrrold. Illust. Post 8vo,cl.Ip.,SB.6d. 

Oup Kitchen Garden: The Planto 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom jbrrold. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, Sg. 6d. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa* 

tlone of a Country Llfa. By Edward 
Jessb. Post Svo, cloth limp, Sb. 

Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by : 

Flnger-RIng L^re: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
•00 lUnsts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7a 6d. 

Cpedulltles, Paet and Preeent; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Aahnals, Birds, Eg^s, Luck, &c. 
With an £tcfaed Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Crowne and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7 i. Sd. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv Wiluam 
GivroRD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
HXNOHAM. Three V<ms., crown Svo, 
doth extra, I81. ; or separately, Sa. each. 

Joseph us,The Com pleteWorks 

of. Translated by Wriston. Con- 
taining both **The Antiquities of the 
Tews ''^and ** The Wars of the Jews.** 
Two Vola, Svo, with 5a Illustratiooi 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14i. 
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Kavana^.— The Pearl Foun- 
tain, and other Fairy Stories. Bj 
BMOorr and Julu Kav^kaoh. Witn 
TbirtT Illustrations by J. Moyk Smith. 
Snull 8vo, cloth gUt, 61. 

Kempt.— Pencil and Palette: 

<%aptenon An and Aftiits. By Robskt 
KsMPT. Post 8vo, doth limp, 21. 8d. 

Kingsiey (Henry), Novels by: 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, St. od.; 
or post Bytf, illustrated boards, Sg. 

OakshottCaatle. | N umb er 8<vnteen 

Knlght.^The Patient's Vade 

Mecum: How to g^t nu>st Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By Wiluaii 
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown tra, la.; 

Cloth, If. ed. . • 

Lamb (Charles): 
Mary and Chapl«a Lambr Their 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 
Carxw Haxlitt. With Hancock's 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
- of the Title-pages of the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illnstrations. 
Crown 8to, cloth extra, IOl 6d. 

IpSmb'a Complete NVoPka, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori* 
ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
Hitherto nnpublisbed. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig.*' Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Tha Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra. Is. 

Poetry for Chlldpen, and Prince 
Dorua By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small Bvo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Little EseufS : Sketches and Charao* 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters bv Percy FiTr- 
QERALD. Post 8vo, clotb limp,2B« 6d, 

Lane's Arabian Nights^ &c.: 

The Thousand and One Nighte: 
commonly called, in England, '* Thb 
Arabian Nights' Emtbrtain- 
mxnts." a New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward williau Lane. Illustrated 
by many himdred Enenivings on 
Wood, trom Original Designs by 
Wu . Harvbt. a New Edition, from 
aCoi^ annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanlby Pools. With a Preface by 
Stamley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
0smy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each* ' 



Xanb's Arabur HiQtiTSt amUHMid^ 

Arabian Stielety In the Middle Agei: 
Studies from '* TIm Thoosaad and 
OneNi^ts." By Edwaho WnxiAy 
Lhxm, Anthor of **Tlia Modem 
Egyptians,'' && ' Edited b7-STAMX.ET 
Lah>-Poolb. Cr.8^0iclotn'eztni;6i. 

Lares and . Penates ; or, The 

Background of Life, By Florbncb 
Caddy, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gb. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

Tha story of the. London Parka 
With. Illostrattoos. Crown 8yo, cloth 
extra. Si. 6d. 

Clerical Anecdotes. PoefSvo, cloth 
bmp^Si«.6d.: 

Forenslo Aneodotea Poet Syo, cloth 
limp, 2b. Sd. ^ ; 

Theatrical AAecdotea. Poet Svo^ clotb 
Ump, Si. 6d. 

Leigh (Henry 8.), Works by : 

Carole of Cockayne. With numerous 
lUnstrations. Post 8vo, doth limp, 

Jaux d'Esprlt. CoUeeted and Edited 
by Henry S. L«iGB. Poet 8vo, cloth 
limp, Si. 6d. 

Life In London ; of, The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and CorintluaD 
Tom. With the whole of CRmx- 
SBAMX-'a Illustrations, inColoars, after 
theOriginala Crosrn Svo^cloth extxa» 
7S. 6cL 

Linton (E. Lynn)^ Works by : 

Post Svo, cloth limp, Si. 'Sd. eacl!. 
WItoh Storiea 

The True Story of Joshua Davldsoik 
Ourselvee: Essays on Women. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Si. 6d. each ; post 
8yo, illustrated boards. Si. each. 
Patrlola Kembafl. . 
Tha Atonement of Learn Dundaa. 
Tha World Well Lost. i 

Under whioh Lord P 
With a SUken Thread. 
The Rebel ol tha Family. 
"My Level *• 
lone. 



Locks and Keys.— On the D». 

velopment and. Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gea. 
Pitt-Rivbrs, F.R.S. With nnmerooa 
Illustrations. Demy 4to, half Roa- 
bnrghe, 16i. 
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Longfellow: 

i4>ngfeJlow's Complete Pi*OM Worke. 
Incladinc "Outre Mer.** "Hyper- 
ion," "Kavanagh/* <*TDe Poets and 
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." 
With Portrait and lUnstratioiis by 
Valxmtinv Bromlby. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Longfellow's Poetical Wopke. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Orinnal 
Editions. With numerous fine illus- 
trations oo Stieel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. B. 
Davibs, L.R.C.P. Crown 8yo, Si; 
cloth limp, 2b. M. • [Shortly, 

Lucy.— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 

By Hbnrt W. Luct. Crown Svo, 
cl. extra, 8g. 6d.; postSvo, illust. bds.,2B. 

Lusiad fTlie) of Cannoent. 

Translated into Bn^ish Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrbnch Duff. 
Demy Bvo, With Fourteen ftill>page 
Plates, clo th boards, 18b. • 

IVIcCarthy (Justin, M.P,),VVopJ«8 

by: 
A HlBtopy of Oup Own Timet, from 
the Accession oT Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of x88o. Four 
- Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 12b. 
each.— Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols. or. Svo, cl. extra, 8b. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown 8vot cloth extra, 8b. 

History of the Four Qeorgee. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. fyoi,l.intheprsu. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 8d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale NelghbouPti 

My Enemy's Daughtsp. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Lin ley Rochford 

Miss Misanthropa. 

Donrta Quixote. 

Tha Comet of a Sea son. 

Maid of Athena; With xs Illnstrs- 
tions by F. Barnard. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 88. 8d. 

McCarthy (ikistin H., M.P.), 

Works by: 

Seraplon, and other Poems. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 8b. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. Svo, Is. : cloth. Is. 8d. 

England under Gladstona. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 



IMacDonaid (aeopge, LLD.L 

Works by : 

The Princees and Curdle. With it 
Illustrations by J AUEs Allen. %naU 
crown 8vo, doth extra, 6b« 

Qutta-Peroha Willie, the Working 
Genius. With 9 Illustrations by 
Arthur Huohbs. Square Svo, clotn 
extra, 8s. 6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. £. MiLLAis. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 80.; post Svo^ 
illustrated boards, 2b. 

Thomas Wlngfold, Curate. With s 
Frontispiece bv C. J. Stanilano. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d.; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2l, 

MaodonelL^QuakoP Couslnsc* 

A Novel. Bv Agnss Macdonsll. 
Crown 8vo, cioth extra, SB. 8d.; post 
Svo, Ulastrated boards, 2b. 

Maogpegop. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popolax Games* 
By Robert Macgrsqor. rost Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 8d. 

Macllse Portralt-Galfepy (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs— Bioeraphical, Critical, 
Bibliographical^ anof Anecdotal — illus* 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 65 Por* 
traits prinled on an India Tint. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Mcusquold (Mrs.), Works by: 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine lUui* 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, IOb. 8a. 

Plotures and Legends flnom Nor- 
mandy and JBvlttany. With nnmer> 
ons Illustrations by Thomas R« 
Macquoid. Square Svo^ doth gil^ 
108. Sd. 

Through Normandy. Witb9oIlla8> 
trations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6a. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra. 78. 6d. 

About Yorkshire With 67 lUustra* 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by SwAiM. Square Svo, cloth extra, 
IOb. 8d. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 8d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 88. 
' Lost Rose, and other Stories. CrowS 
Svo, doth extra, 88. 8d. { psst SviOb 
illustrated boards, 28. 



BOOKS PUBUSHBD BJ 



Mackay.— Interludes and Un* 

dertonet : dr. Mntic at TwilJ^t By 
CNAikLBt Mackat, LLJX Crown 8vo^ 
doth Mttra, eiL 

Magician's Own Book p'he}: 

PwionnancM with Copt ana BaIml 
Bn^ Hat^ Handkerebiefs, te. All 
from actoai Biperienco. edited bj 
W. H. CasMBR. ^ithaoo Ulastrationa. 
Crown gvo, doUi extra, U. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery: Tricks with 

Cards, Dice, BaUa, fto^ with follj 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Tlraininc of Perform- 
ing Animals, fta With Coloured 
Fl-ontinMece and manj Ulastrationa. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 41. SA. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac 

aimile of the Original in the British 
Mnsevm, printed on fine plate paperi 
S feet by a feet, with Anna and Seels 
emblazoned in Gold and Cokmrs. 
Price gg. 

Matlock (W. H.), Works by : 

The New Republic ; or. Cnltnre, Faith 
and Philosophj in an English Conntry 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp. Si. 6d.; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, H. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, Si. fid. 

Poeme. Small 4tQ, bound in parch- 
ment, 8i. 

la Life worth Living F Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6i. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthup; The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. MoMTOOiiBaix Ramximo. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, Si. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunnxmo- 
HAM. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Gi. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8i. M. each ; or, 
post Svob illustrated boards Si. 

Open I Seeam« I 

Writte n in Fire. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, S& each. 
A Hai>veat of Wild Oatn. 
A Little Stepeon. 
Fighting the Air. 

Maaterman.— Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. ByT.MASTBn- 
»•* - Post Bvo. illustrated boards, U. 



Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Oholoe WoHca of Mark TWaln^ 
Revised and Corrected throo^ioot by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
Bomerotts ntnstratkma. Crown Svo, 
eioth extra, li. ML 

Tho Advonturao of Tom Sawyer. 
Post Svo, illustrated boarda, Sa 

An Idle ExouFelon,and other Sketches 
Post Svo, illustrated boarda. Si. 

Tha Prinoa and the Pauper. With 
nearly aoo Illttstrationai Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 7a. 6d. 

Tha Innooanta Abroad ; or. The New 
POgrim'a Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship ** Quaker 
City's** Pleasure Bxcursiao to 
Enrope and tha Holy Land. With 
e34 Illustrations. Crown Svo. dottk 
extra, ^ M. Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" MAxxTwAiN'a Plbasurb 
Tnxp •*), post Svo, iUnst boards. Si. 

A Tramp Abroad. V^thsuIUnstra* 
tions. Crown Svo, doth extra, Ti. ad.; 
Post Svo, illustrated boarda, Sik 

Tha Stolen White Elephant, Ae. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, «.; poektvo, 
illustrated boards. Si. 

LHh on the MleeleelppL With about 
•00 Original Illustrations, Oown 
Svo, dotn extra, 71. 6d. 

Tha Adventuree of Hueklabarry 
Finn. With numeroua Illusts. Cr. 
Svo, cloth extra, 7i. 6d. IPrtparUig, 

MassingeKs Plays. From the 
Text of William Givford. Edited 
by Col. CuNMXMaHAic. Crown Svo» 
cloth extra, 6|L 

Mayhew.— .London Charaotera 

and the Humorous Side of Ijondon 
Lll^ By HxNXT Maybxw. With 
numerous Illustrations, down Svo^ 
cloth extra, Si. 6d. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post Svo, doth limp. Si. M. per Volume. 
A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavibk db Maistxs. Tranalated 

by HxNRT Attwxll. 
LAtter-Day l^lca. Edited by W. 

DaVBMPORT AOAMi. 

Qulpe and Quiddltlea. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adam i. 

The Agony Column of "Tha Tlmee,* 
from xSoo to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alicb Clat. 

Balxac'a "Comedia Humalna" and 
its Author. With Tranalations by 
H. H. Walkbr. 

Melancholy Anatomlead: A Populsr 
Abridgment of "Bnrtooli Anatomy 
of Melancholy," 
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If ATFAIB ZjBXAST, MUMmMnl— 

G«sti*onemy at a FIim Art. By 

BsiLLAT-SAVAUlt* 

Th« SpMehas of Chmrt— DIolwnt. 

Llt«paiy FrivolltiM, FaimIm, FolliMb 
an4 Froltea. By W. T. Domom. 

Foctloal Imfanulttos and Eooantrtoh 
tiM. Selected aadBditedbjW.T. 

DOBSOM. 

The Cupboard Papera. By Fir-Bbg. 

Original Play* by W. S. Gilmuit, 
First Skmbs. Containmg: The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity— llM Princess— 
The Palace of Tmtb— Trial by Jnry. 

Original Play* by W. S. Gilbbrt. 
Sbcond SsRiBa Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engafed — Sweethearts — 
Gretcheo— Dan*l Dnice— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collected and Bdited by A. Pbkcbvai. 
Gbatbs. 

Animals and their Maatarti By Sir 
Arthur Hblps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Hblps. 

Curloeltlee of Critlelsm. By Hbmrt 

J. jBHNXNOa 

The Autocrat of the Breakfkst'Tabla. 
By Olivbr Wbndbll Holmbs. U- 
Instrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pane 1 1 and Paletta. By Robbrt 
Kbmpt. 

LKtla Essays : Sketches and Charai^ 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected firom 
his Letters by Pbrct Fxtzobbald. 

Clerical Aneodotsa By Jacob Lab- 
wood. 

Forensic Anecdotes: or, Homonr and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Aneodotee. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of CooRayna. By Hbmby S. 
Lbioh. 

Jeux d'Esprlt Bdited by HxMaT S, 
Lbioh. 

True History of Joshua DavMeon. 
By B. Lymm Limton. 

Witch Storlee. By B. Ltnh Lxmtom. 

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 
B. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Playera. By Robbbt 
Macorbgor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Maxxocb. 

The New Republle. By W. H. Mal- 

lOCB. 

Puok on Pagasua. By H.Cboliiono» 
lby-Pbnnbl.Xn 



If ATFAiB Libbabt, t o i i iimutd 

Pegasua Ra-Saddled. By H. Crol* 
mondblbt-Pbnnbll. lUnstrated by 
Gbobob Du Maubibb* 

Musea of Mayflalr. Bdited by H. 

CBOLIieHDBX.BT-PBNNBIX. 

Thoreau: His Lt^s and Aims. By 
H. A. Pagb. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Huoh Rowlbt. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. Huaa 
Rowlbt. 

Tha Phlloeophy of Handwriting By 
Don Fbub db Salamanca. 

By Wnxiaii 



By Stream and 

Sbniob. 

Old Storlee Rrtold. By Waltbb 
Thornbury. 

Laavea from a Natupallst's Note* 
Book. By Dr. Anorbw Wilson. • 

Medicine, Family.— One Thon- 

sand Medical Maxims and Snrgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Mkldle 
Age, end Old Age. By N. B. Davibs, 
L.R C.P. Lend. Cr, 8yo, 18. ; cl., la 6d. 

Meppy Circle (The): A Book of 

New Intellectual Games snd Amuse- 
anents. By Claba Bbllbw. Witb 
numerous Illustrations, Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, 4s. 6d, 

Mexican Mustang (On a)! 

Through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Albx. E. Swbxt and 
J. Armot Knox. Editors of ** Texas 
Siftings.** 400 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 71. 6a. 

MIddlemass (Jean), Novels byr 

Touoh and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 8t.6d.; postSvo, illust. bds., Sa 

Mr. Dori 1 1 Ion. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2b. 

Miliep. — Physiology fop the 

Young: or. The House of Life : Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Inreservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
Withnnmerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
F. Fbnwick Millbb. Small 8vo, doth 
limp, ii.6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines, Soaps, Baths. &c. Small 8vo, 
Is. ; cloth extra, la. Od. 

The Bath In Dleeaset of the Skin. 
Small 8to, 1b. ; cloth extra, li. 6d. 

Tha Lawe of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small Svo, 
la ; cloth extra, la 6d. 



k8 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Monoplefr.— The Abdication; 

or. Time TriM AIL Aa Historical 
\ Drama. By W. D. Scott-Momcrxeff. 
\ With Seven Btchiap by Jomi Pxttib, 
R.An W. Q. Orchardsom, JLA., J. 
MacWhirtbr, A.R.A., Colxm HumtSr, 
R. MACBBTB.and Tom Graham. Largs 
4to, bonad in boclcram, Ma. 



Muppay (D. Chplstle), Novels 

by. Crown 8TO,cloth extra, 81. 6d. 6acb ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, iL each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

By ths Q atsof th»S— ■ 

Crown Svo, cloth extra* 81. 6d. each. 

Val Stranfls : A Stoiy of the Primrose 
Way. 

Heapte. 

The Way of the W orld. 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 

CoMYMS Carr. Illnst. by RANi>ox.rB 
Caldecott. Square 8vo^ oloth extra, 
71.60. 

Number Nip (8toHea about), 

the Sphii of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children br WAUtSR 
Grahams. With lUustraiions by J. 
MoYR Smith. Post 8to, cloth extra, 
U. • ■ 

fiureery HInte: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
B. Davibs, L.R.C.P. Crown 990, ll» s 
cloth, Is. 6d. 

Ollphant. — Whiteladlee: A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthvb 
Hopkins and Henrt Woopa Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. M.; post 9vo, 

illustrated boards, 2g. . 

O'Connor.— Lord Beacbnefleld 

A Biography. ByT.P.O'CoNHOR,M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the book down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown Svo, 
cloth" extra, 78. 6d. 



O'Reilly.— Phoebe'e Fortunee: 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Hbmrt 
Tu ck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8s. 

6'Shaughneeey (Arth.), Worke 

by: 
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vq, cloth 
extra, 7l. 6d. 

Mualo and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Lays of France, down 8vQb sloth 
extra, 10i.6d. 



Oulda, Novele by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6s. each; post iBro, llltis- 
trated boards, 28. each. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

SIgna. 

In a Winter CTty. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstrello. 

A Vlllaga 

mune. 
Bimbl. 
In Maremma. 



HaM In 
etrathmora. 
Chandoa. 
Under Two Ftags. 
Caoll Caetla- 

malne'e Qage. 
Nfalla: 
Triootrln. 
Puck. 

Folle Farina. 
TwotlttleWoodan 

Shoee. 



CDfll 



Wanda: A Novel Crowii 8vo, doth 
extra, &i. 

Freeooee : Dramatic Sketches. Crown 
8vo, cl6th extra, 68. [Shortly, 

Bimbl : Prbsbrtation Bditioh. Sq. 
Svo, cloth g^t, cinnamon edges, 
78. 6d. 

Princess Ifapi^xlna. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 8l8. 6d. 

.Wledom; Wit, and Pathoa.- Seleeted 
from the Works of Ouida b^ F. 
Stdmbt MoRXis. SnuHonnnitvob 

doth extra, ft. 

Pa^e (H. A.), WopHs by : 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims » A Stndy. 
With a Portrait Post 8vo^ dotti 
limp, 88. 6d. 

Utfhta ontha Way t Some Take wlth- 
. in a Tale. By the late J. H. Ax.bi- 
amdbx, B.A. Edited by H. A. Pass. 
Crown Svo, doth extra, 6s. 

Paeoare Provincial Lettere. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. U'Cbxb, 
D.D. Post Svo, doth Ihnp, Ss. 

Patlent*e (The) Vade IVJeoum: 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Adv^ By W1U.IAM Rnighx, 
lf.R.C.S., sad Edward Knight, 
L.R.CP. Crown Svo, Is.; doth; Is. 6d. 

Paul Ferroll : 

Post Svob Ulnstrated boards, 2b. eedu 
Paul Ferroll : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed hie Wl». 

Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

llAROARBT AONBS PAIHU With S 

Frontispiece by Hbx.bn Patbrsom, 

. Cr. 8ve,doUiexti!a,t8.6t,}pQStafak 

1 Ulastrated boards, 2b. 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. M. each ; 

post 8vo, illnstrated boards, 2«. each. 

Lost Sli* MaMlngbepd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. I Fallen Fortuntt. 

What He Cost Her. 

Lese Black than we*M PalntMi. 

By Proxy. 1 High Sptrlts. 

Under One Roof. I Carlyon's Ye«K 

AConfldentlal Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

For Cash Only, f From Exllf. . 

Post 8vo^ iUastrated boeidSa Siieach. 

A Perfect Treasurtti 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Fiunlly. | At Her Merey. 

A Woman's Vengeanoa. 

Cecll'a Tryst. 

The CiyfRsrds of dyftai 

The Family Scapegr«o« 

Yhe Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. . 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Kit: A Memory, down 8to, ck>th 
extra. Si. Sd. 

The Canon's Ward. With Portrait 
of Author. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 8b . 8d« 

In Peril and Privation: A Book for 
Boys. With oamefons Illustra- 
tioos. Ctown 8yo, clotli extra, 61. 
{In preparation, 

Penneli (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post Svo, cloth limp, 
2b. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With lUnatrations. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Soci^t^, Selected and Edited by U. 
C. Pbnmsll. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten fixU- 
page lUusts. by G. Du Mausucr. 

Phelps. — Beyond the Qates. 

By Elizabbtb Stuart Prelps, 
Author of " The Gates Ajar.*' Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, IB. SO. 



Pirkls.— Trooping with Crows : 

A story. BjCATRSRitgiPiRXis. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, iB. ^ 

Planche (J. R.), Works by: 

The Cyolopttdia of Coetume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil,and MilitaFy<^from 
the BerliestPertod in BaglAnd to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
TWo Vols., demy 4to, half morocco 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£t 78. The Vols, may also be had 
uparatdy (each complete ih itself) 
at £3 1» Sd. each : Vol. I. Thb 
DicnoMAmr. Vol. II. A Gbnbrai. 
History of CosTuys im Eoropb. 

Tha Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Pacts. With 
Coloured Frootisptece and aoo lUus- 
tntionsk Cr.SvOi^loth extra, 7B.G<I. 

Songa and Poem^ from 18x9 to 1879. 
Baited, with an latrodttction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. MacxaruxsS. Crown 
Syo, cloth extra, fls. 

Play-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby-lauad. By Edward Stanford. 
Large 4to, handsomely printed ia 
Colours, 5s. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a L^ of Plutarch, by Johh and 

WZLUAM IiANOR(»tMB. TwO Vols., 

Svo, cloth extra^with Portraits, 10b. 6d. 

Poe (Edgar Allan) : — 
Tha Choloa Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Bzmsar Allan Pob. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudslairb, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 7b. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. and 
other Stories. Post Svo, illust.bd8.,28. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete in One Vol. Pest Svo^ cl. limp, 8b. 

Power.— Phllistlac A Novel. By 

Cecil Power. Three Vols., crown 
Svo. {Shortly, 

Price (E. C), Novels by : 

Valentlna: A Sketch. With a Fron- 
tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. Svo, 
cl ex., 3b. 6d.; post Svo.illust. bds., 2b. 

Ther Forelgnere. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 8B.Sa. 

Mrs. LancMter's Rival. Crown 8to^ 
cloth extra, Ss. 6d^ 
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Proctor (RIchd . A.), Works by ; 

Flow«raofth6 8lcy. With SS Ulntts. 
Small crown 8vo, doth eztea, 4l. 80. 

Easy Step L«Mon8. Whh Star Maps 
lor Svory Night in tho Year, Draw 
inga of the ConstoUationaa Ae. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, fit. 

Famlllap Selenee Studies. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, Tf. fid. 

Hough Wave made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays oo Sden- 
tific Sabjects. Cr. 8vo,dothextra,fifi. 

Our Plaoe among Inflnltlee : A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Tame with the 
Infinities Aronnd na. Crown fivo, 
doth extra, fii. 

Th« Expanae of Haavtn : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. Bto, doth extra, Ok 

Saturn stfid Ita System. New and 
Reviaed Edition,with is Steel Plates. 
Demy 8to, doth extra, lOiu fid. 

The Qpeat Pyramid: Obsenratory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illna- 
trationa. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. 

Mysteries of Time and Spaos. With 
lUaats. Cr. 8to, doth extia, 7s. fid. 

The Unlvsres of Suns, and other 
Sdence Gleanings, with Illnsts. 
Cr. 8vo, doth extra, 78. fid. {Shortly, 

Wagea and Wants of Solsnos 
Workera. Crown 8to, Is. fid. 

Py roteoh n Ist's Treasu ry fThe); 

or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Ksktisr. With nnmeroas 
Illustrationa. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 4s. fid. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 
Translated from the Flrench, with 
varioram Notes, and nnmeroas charao- 
teristio Illostrations by Gustavb 
Doat. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fid. 

Rambosson.— Popular Astro- 
nomy. By T. Raiibossom, Lanreate 
<A the Instxtnte of France. Trans- 
lated bT C. B. Pitman. Crown 8to, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illnstrations. 
and a beantifttlly executed Chart ot 
Spectra, 7s. fid. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions^ Reibrenoss, Plots, and 
Storlss. By the Rev. Dr. Bsbwer. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 

COMPLBTB BKGLISR BIBLIOORAPRT. 

Cr. 8ve, r,40o pages, cloth extra, 78. fid. 

Richardson, — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. BtBbm- 
lAMiM Ward Rxchar<dsoii, M.D., Ac. 
Crown 8to, doth extra, fii. 



Reads fCharles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Poet 8to, lllnst, bds., Sl each ; 
or cr. 8vo, d. ex.^llnat Js. fid. each. 

Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDES, A.R.A. 

Christie Johnstone. Ilinstrated by 
WxuriAM Small. 

it Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
instrated by G. J. PxHWSLL. 

The Coures of True Lov* Nevwp did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Hslbm 
Patbrson. 

The Autobiography of a Thief ; Jaefc 
of all Tradee; and Jamea Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stbbtcr. 

Love ms Llttl^ Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Bllbh Edwakos. 

The Double Marriage. lUust. by Sir 
John Gilbebt, R.A., and C. Kbbnb. 

The Clolater and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Chablbs Kbbnb. 

Hard Cash. lUust. by P. W. Lawsoh. 

Qrlfnth Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDBS, A.RA., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurxbb. 

Put Youreelf In Hie Plaoe. Illus- 
trated by RoBBBT Babmbs. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 
by Edw. Hughbs and A. W. Coopbb. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 
H. Patebson, S. L. PiLDES, AR.A., 
C. Grbbm, and H. Woods, A.R. A 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb 
Cbaupord. 

A WomanHater. lUnatrated by 
Thos. Couldbrt. 

Readlana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
qf Charles Rbadb. 

SIngleheart and Doublefsoe: A 
Matter-of-fact Bnmanne. Illustrated 
by P. MacNab. 

Oood Storlee of Men and other 
Animals. IllustratedbyE.A.ABBETi 
Pbrct Macquoid, and Josbpr Nash. 

The J lit, and other Stories. Illnstratad 
by Joseph Nash. 

RIddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo. doth extra, 8s. fid. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boarda, tL esMBh. 
Her MotheKe Darling. 
The Prince of Walee's Qardan Party. 



Weird storlee. 
extra, 8s. fid. 



Crown 8vo, doih 



Rimmer (Alfk^d), Works by: 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 
Solllusts. Sq.8vo, doth gOttlflS. fid. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 
solllusts. Sq.Svo, cloth gilt, IOl fii. 

About England with Otekans. With 
sBIlinstsTbyALPRBoRiMMBBandC A 
VAMOBBHoor. Sq.8va,d.gllt,lSiJl 
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

lA^omen are Strange Cr. 8vo. cloth 
extra, 8s. 6d.; post 8vo, Ulast. bas., Ss. 

The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8l. 6d. 

Robinson (Phii), Wopics by : 

The Poets' Birds. Crown Sva cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
The Poets' Beasts. Crown Sro, cloth 

extra, 7s. 6d. [InprepanOion. 

Robinson Crusoe : A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
Gborgb Ckuixshank, choicelrprintea. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7fl. fid. A few 
Large-Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 36s. 

Roohefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saintb- 
Bbuvx. Post Svo, cloth limp, Si. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came ovdr from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. X066-7. With the 
princiiMd Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 6s. 

Rowley (hlon. hlugh), Worlds by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokea With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Claplc, Author of 
'*The Wreck of the Gro$venof^'), 
Works by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Si. each. 
Round the Galley-Fire. 
On the Fok's'le Head : A Collection 
of Yams and Sea Descriptions. 

[In the prai, 

Gala Gaslight and Daylight. 

By Gborgb Augustus Sala« Post 
Svo, Ulustrated boards, Ss. 

8an8on. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (z688 to 1847). Edited 
byHBWRYSANsoN. Cr.8vo,cl.ex»SS.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the Work!. 

Guy V^terman. 

The Lion In the Path. 

The Two Dreamera. 



8aundeP8 (ICathaPine), Novate 

by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra. Ilk 6d. esoii. 

Joan Merryweather. 
Margarat and Ellzabath. 
Gideon's Rook. 
Tha Hi gh Mills. 

Heart Salvage, by Sea and Land. 
Three Vols., crown Svo. 

Science Gossip .- An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by T. S. 
Taylor, F.L.S., ftc. Devoted to Geo- 
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or 
6b. per year, post free. Bach Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 78. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to XIX. (Z883). at 58. each. Cases for 
Bindiag, Is. 6d. each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon. 

An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over 100 new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele- 
gantly and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, 168. 

[The immediate success of **The 
Lady of the Lake," published in zSSa. 
has encouraged Messrs. Chatto and 
WiMDUs to bring out a Companion 
Edition of this not less popular and 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
style, axid with the same careiiil and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard- 
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful 
supervision is sufficient guarantee that 
the work is elegant and Usteful as well 
as correct.] 

••Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown Svo, doth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 4b. 6d. each. 

Tha Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "White 
Magic." By W. H. Cremes. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By THOMAS Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

Tha Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Frank QsLLEWt 
With 300 Illustrations. 

HankyPanky: Very Easy Tricks. 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic. 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
CaEMBR. With 900 Illustrations. 
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ipi ud BlUl.'KsKi, Hati, 
nhiefhAck AUJtain ulul 
- - Bdhed bj W. H. Cu- 



"sSy 



... Illnt«v: Ttfcki with 

Dies. B4Ul ftc^ wilh fnUy 

rarectioMi "" ■— ■-* 



Sacnt WrJHsci TniDine of Pel- 
formhif Anfmib, &c. With Co- 

lonnd FroDlupiace ud EtUDT I11d>- 



BvStn 

limp, 



BBven Gsjas (The) of Pratils- 



ihakeapeBr>e i 

Tha nr*t Folio ShKkaip«kn>.— Uij 
WiLLiiH Shuesfeide'i ComedisB, 
HIiIorlu.udTcagedln. Publiihed 
■tCcordinEtoIbatriie Origlnall Copiea. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaooakd 

In ledaccd fecilmile, by i photogti- 



t[fall* i^ted [a lad ud black, in 
mall liBt ftrj dtu tjpa. With 
onjnvTod faciimna of Dvouitout'b 
Portrait. P(»igTO,clntheitra,T*.6IL 
thakoipuiFO fOF Children: Tulsa 
from Shakaapaare. Bt CatRLas 
and MAit Lamb. Wllh nomerani 
lUusiniioni, coloured uid plain, bj 
J, Moi« Shitk. Cnini fto, clotb 

Th« Handbook of Sh«kMp«ara, 

MualD. Beinp " " " ' 



Irom 



I of Muil 



\a Word! ta 



Pl»y» ind Poenn of Shako- 
8, ths coippciitiool iimgiDg 
Ihs Eliiabstban Age to Ibe 



STO,cloibBitra,8i, 



6halley'« Com^lats Works, in 

Foot Vols., pott Sro, doth Unm, -A.) 
or Mpantal)', ti. eacti. Vol. I. coo- 
laina hit Eaclr Foam*, Qoeao Uab, 
ftc, with in Intiadncllaa br Lbioh 
UoBIt VoL II., hia Latai Fdema, 
Laoo and CTlboa, Ac; VoL III., 
PaathninoniPoeins.tbe5he1leT P^ier*, 



aolleyP^itr 
o Woika, fa 






SheridKn:- 

Sharldan'* CompMa Wortia, *itb 
liS» uid Anecdotca. Inclodlcg hia 



Bhort Saying* Of Qractt Men. 

With HiMorical and BiplanatoiT 
Notn.bT Sahdu. A. Bint. U.A. 

DepiT 8vO| cloth eilra, Tl. M. 

Bldney'8 (Sip Philip] Complete 

Poatloal Worka. locladinK all Choae in 
" Arcadia." Witb Portrait, Memotial- 
InltadactioD, Enar on Ibe Poetry of 
Eidsar, and Notu. by HM Rar. A. B. 
CaouaT, DJ>. Three Vola., cnm 

8vo, elolh boardt. IBt 

Blgnboards: Tbdi Histoiy. 
Wilb Anacdotea d FwDOoa Taveina 
and Remarkable Cbaraclen. By 

HoTTm. Crom Bto, ckitb eitra. 



8vo, ilJMUaied boarda, li. 



Blang Dictionary, The: Ety- 

molodcal, Hiitoileai, and AooedotaL 
CroTO 8to, cloth eilra. ^1, U. fld. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Worka by : 

The Prlnoeof APColta: AStonofth* 
Old Greek FairfT-ima. By]. Uota 
SUTB. Small 8«0, cloth ailn, wiik 
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Smith's (J, Movm) Works, eoiUinu$d^ 

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Motr Smith. Cr. 
8vo, cloth gift, profusely lUust., Ok 

The Wooing of tho WataP Witch: 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Daz^ 
DORNB. Illustrated by J. Motr 
Smith. Small 8vo» doth eictra, 9a. 

6palding.^EtlzabethGLn Demon- 

ology: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. AuPKBD Spaldivo, LX..B, 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron pyka. By T. W, Speight. 
With a Frontispiece by U. Ellbm 
Edwards. Crown 8Tp» doth, extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illnstrateq boards, 2g. 

Spenser for Chlldpen. By M. 

H. TowRT. With Illustrations bv 
Walter J. Moroam. Crown Ato, witn 
Coloured Illustratioos, doth gJt, Ci. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chees ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openinfs, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B.WoRMALix New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, fii. 

Sterndale.— The Afghan Knffe: 

A Novel. Bt Robert Armitage Stern- 
DALB. Cr.SvcL cloth extra, te.6d.; post 
8vo, illnstrateq boards, fB. 

Stevenson (R.Louls), Works by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 

Cevennoe. Frontispiece by Walter 

Crane. Post 8vo, doth limp, Si. 6d. 
An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 

W. Cranb. Post 8yo, cl. Ip., 28. 6a. 
Vli^nlbus Puerlsque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, doth extra, Ci. 
Famlilap Studies of Men and Books. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, 6i. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8to, 

cl. extra, 6i. ; post 8yo, Ulust. bds., St. 
The Silverado Squattere. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6l. 
Prince Otto: A Romance. Crown 

Svo, cloth extra, fli. [In p re paration, 

St. John.— A Levantine Fflurnlly. 
By Batlb St. John. Post 8vq, illns- 
trate d boards, a. 

Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Soam. By Charles 
Warren Stcwdard. lUust. oy Wallis 
Maceay^ Crown Svo , d. ext ra, 8b. 6d. 

St. Pierre.— Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bbb- 
naroin St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. B. Clarbb. Post Svo, d. Ip. ~ 



Stories fkH)m Foreign Novel- 
ists. ' With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alice Zim- 
MERN ; and a Frontispiece, Crown 
Svo doth extra, 8b. Bd. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England; iadudlng 
the Rural and Domestic Recreaticms, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William HoNfc. 
Crown Svo, doth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Gnide to 
Favourite London Localities^ their 
Society. Cdebrities, and Associstioas. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates,and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.Svo,d.es„7B.0d. 

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of *« Gdliver's 
Travds.*' Cr. Svo, cloth extra, Tb. 6d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. Svo, 6b. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown Svo, SB. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, fB. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Fcap. Svo, 8b« Also in crown Svo, at 

same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. Svo, dB. Cr. Svo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. Svo 1b. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 

Svo, 16s. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. Svo, 10B.6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,128.8d. • 
Qeorge Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

Svo, 7b. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. Svo, SB. 
Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, 12s. 
Ereohtheus: A Tragedy. Cr.Svo,^ 
Note of an English Republican <m 

the Muscovite Crusade. Svo, Is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronta. Crown 

Svo, 6b. 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. Svo, SB. 
Songs of the Sprlngtidea. Crown 

Svo, 6b. 
Studies In Song. Crown Svo, 7B. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 8b. 
Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 

Poems. Crown Svo, 9B. 
A Century of Roundele Small 4to^ 

cloth extra, 8b. 
A MIdeummer Holiday, sod Otbtr 

Poems. Crown Svo, 7b. 
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Symonda.— Wine, Women and 

eong: Madia val Latia Stndaoftt* 
Songs. Now lint trantUted into Bac- 
liah vono, with an Bsaay bj J. Ao- 
DiNOToii Stmomds. SbuuI HOtjgtnbr' 

8yntax'e (Dp.) Three Toure: 

In Sotrch of the PictnreaqiM, in Soveli 
of Consolation, and in Seuch of a 
Wifo. With the whole of Rowlamd- 
aoN'B drollpafe Illuttrationt in Cokrara 
and a Um of the Author bv J. C. 
HoTTm. Medium tvo, doth eitra, 
7a. ga. 

TcUne'8 History of English 

LItnratura. Translated by Hbnbt 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, aOi.~PoPULAK Bdition, 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth estra, Um, 

Taylor (Dp. J. E., F.L8.), Works 

by: 

Ttio Sagacity and Morality of 
Planta: A Sketch of the Life and 
Condnct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and loo 
Illnsts. Crown 8vo, cU extra, ?■. 6d. 

Cup Common Britlah Foaalla: A 
Complete Handbook. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7a. 6d. CPf«>anwg. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of tho Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modem Writers. Post Svo^ cloth limp, 

au 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramaa: ''Clancarty," "Jeanne 
Dare," "Twixt Axe and Crown,** 
"The Fool»s Revenge,** <* Arkwrighrs 
Wife/' "Anne Boleyn.** "Plot and 
Passion.** One Vol., crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 7a. M. 



•.« 



The Plays may also be had sepa- 



rately, at iB. each. 



Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 

Shical Sketch. By H. J. Jkmmxnos. 
:rown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

Thaokerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches bj William Makspkack 
Thacksray, depicting Humorous 
Incidents m his Scnool-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everyday reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo^ cl. extra, 7a. 6d. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each t 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, " "^ 

Ci^eaelda. 

Proud Malala. 

The Vlolln-PiayaPb 



Thomas (M.).^A Fight for Ufe 

A NoveL By W. Mot Trokas, Post 

8vo, jjlastrated boards, tB, 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolanoa. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
CuHHiNORAiff. and over «o fine IllnstFa- 
tiona on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo^ 
doth extra, gilt edgea, 71. Sd. 

Thornbury (Wcdter), Works by 

Hauntad London. Edited by Bd- 
WARO Walforo, M .a. With lUua- 
trationa by P. W. Paxrholt, F.SJL 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7t. 6i. 

Tha Life and Corraapondenoa of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded npoa 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled firom Tumer'a Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. 

Old Stonlea Ra-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, ti. 6d. 

Talaa for tha Marinaa. Post 8vo» 
illustrated boards, 2i, 

Timbs (John), Works by : 
Tha HIatory of Cluba and Club LNW 
In London. With Anecdotes erf its 
Famoua Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illns- 
tratioaa. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6dL 

English Eooentrloa and Eooen- 
tricltlaa: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, ImpostureSj and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Si^ta 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &o. With nearlv 50 lUosts. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7a. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Wallaaley, Architect of Empira. An 
Historic Portrait By W. M. Tor. 
Rjms,M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14i. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. Sd. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. aachu 

Tha Way Wa Live Now. 

The Amoplcan Senatoi\ 

Kept In tha Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marlon Fay. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 61. each. 
Mr. Scarborough'a Fafnily. 
Tha Land'Leaguera. 



Trollope(Frances E.),Novel8by 

Uka Shipa upon tha Saa. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 81. 6(L ; post 8vo^ 
illustrated boards, Ss. 

Mabel'a Protfraaa. Crown pro, doth 
extra, 88.60. 

AnnaFumaaa. Cr. 8vo,ci.ai.,lB.t6« 
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Tytler (Saiuh), Novels by: 



Saint Munja'a crty. Cniwii t-n, 
cloiti ailra, 3I.U. [Pn^ariif. 

Saauty and thg Gaast. TlmaVol)., 
crown 8vO| 81«. 80. ISIurtly. 



Tytler (C. C. Fpaup-}. ~ Mta. 

tre» Judith: A KottL B:r C. C. 
Fmsiii-Tvtur. Cromi ho, ctolta 



cl Mh boardt, Tl. 61 Mch. 



8TI), plclart emrtr, !■> 



Welcott.— Church Work and 

' ' - llah Mlnatara; and tL* 
mt^ MoiuiUcoa. BtIIm 
no. nacuRUS B. C WlLC<ltT,B.D. 
Two Vola, eiown »to, dolh sitn, 
with Map and GroiiBd-Plaia, !<■. 



ntlMboId 
nafldConati; 



Town and 6000117 AddTa*M>, 6] obi, 
kc. TwCBtT-ftmrtb Annnal EdJIloB, 
for ini,c]o4l^ tall tilt, SOik 

Th* thillint PMi«fa nSS4). Cod- 
talnini aullphijwticd LiM of lb* 
Honis of Lordi, Dalci of Cnallon, 
Litis of Scotch and Iriih Peen, 
Addrasiai, fto. jmM, dolfa, li, 
Pnblutud innnillT. 

Th* Shilling B«ron*ta|* (1894 It 
Contilniat an AlpbalMial IJit of 
iba Baronets of tb« Uniled Klagdem, 
sbort Biographical Notieas, tMM 
of Creation, AddreMM, Ac. stmo, 
cloth, U. Pnblidied umnaUj, 

The Shitllnl KnlEhtnn (1084). Coa- 
tainiog u Alidiabetical LiM of the 
KnigbU of the Unlied Kinadom, 
ihoM Biognpblcal NoUoBa,^ 
•f CTeaUon, Addrat — •- 
sUI^ IftTPDbliihM 



••.Ac jano. 



McDiben ol (be British Parliai 
Ibeir Town and Coanlry Adctni 

■«•. KnlEhtaiiL ani HwM of 
Commoni (leai). In One VoliiiDB, 
toial gimo, dolb eitra, gill edges, 
■l. Publiihed annuallr. 
HMinted Londoji. Br Wuth 



Bvo, dolb extra, 7i. Bjl 



Walton andCotton 'a Coin plate 



Camit Notea: Sloriet of Sport and 
AdTeninre in Asia, Africa, and 
America. BtFudbkick Botli. 

Savofe Llf*. Br FRaoauca BotLX. 

Merrla England In the Oldan Tims. 
Bj GioncE DiniaL. With lUmtia- 
Uons bj RoiT. CiuiasHAHi. 

I ClKua Celebpttlea. 



The Old ahowmon and th* Old 
London Falr& By Thomas Frosi. 

LoW'Llfi Deep*. An Account of lb* 
Strange Fish to be found there. Br 

Th* Wllda of London. B* IiHi* 

GuaHvooii. 
Tunli: The Land ud tbe People. 

Bj ths Chenlier de HisaB.mK- 

Tioo. Wiita u LluBtrations. 
The Lift and AdventupeaofaChaap 

Jack. B7 One of tbe Praterolli. 

Edited bT CHAaLP- " 

The World Behint 

PnacT FiTtoiiui 
~ n Anaodotea and Saying*: 
iding the Origm of Kgns, and 
'-' nnected with Ta- 

■w™, i,™m> nunsai. Clobt, *o. 

BrCauuB HwDin. With motM. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED Bf 



Wamousk's LiBKAET, TBs, cu U i mu d ■ 

The QenlftI Showman : life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemoa Ward. BtB. P. 
HiMOSTOM. With a FrontUpieca. 

Tha Story of tha London Parka. 
£7 Jacob Ijlwwqod, With lUnsts. 

London Charaotera. By Hsmxt If av 

Hsw. lilostratad. 

Savan Qanarat lona of Exaeutlonara: 

Memoin of the Sanson Family 
(1688 to 1847). Edited by Hbmkt 
Samson. 

tummap Crulalng In tha South 
Saaa. By C. Warbbn Stoddaeo. 
lUostiatea by Walus M ackat. 

Warnep.— A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charlbs Duolbt Wakhxb, 
Author of '* My Summer in a Gardan.** 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6i. 

Warrants, &o. :— 

Warrant to Exaouta Oharlaa I. An 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, as in. by 14 in. Price 9l 

Warrant to Exaouta Mary Quaan of 
Scota. An exact Facsinule, inclnd- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to hniute the Original MS. Price 2f. 

Macna Charta. An aiact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Musenm. printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 9 feet long by a 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblasoned in Gold and Colours, 
Price 61. 

Tha Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 

of the Principal Warriors who came 
over firom Mormandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country. a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 6f . 

Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Speotrosoope. By 
F. W. Cory. M.R.C.S. Eng., F.iLMet 
Soc., &C. With 10 Illustrauons. Crown 
8vo, Is. ; cloth, ll. 6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain : or. History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDOKR M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4m. Sd. 

Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and 

Art Critics. By J. A. Macmbill 
Whxstlxb. 7th ^iuon, sq. Svot If. 



White's Natural History of 

Selboma. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Poet 8vo^ 
cloth limp, SiL 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.8.), 

Worka by: 

Solanea Notaa. See theGxRTLXBiAM's 
Maoaxinx. Is. Monthly. 

Solenoa In Short Chaptara. Crswn 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

A Simple Traatlsa on Haat. Crowa 
Sto, cloth limp, with Illnsts., 21. 6d. 

Tha Chamlatry of Cookery. Crown 
Sto, cloth extra, 6s. [in th^ press, 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.8.E.), 
Worka by: 
Chajdtare on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Leavea h*om a Naturalist's • Note- 
book. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. Sd. 

' Leieura-Tlma Studlaa, chiefly Bio- 
logical Third Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 6b. 

Winter (J. 8.}, Stories by : 

CrowQ 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, SB. each. 

Cavalry Life. I Regimental Lagenda 

Women of the Day : A Biogra^ 

phical Dictionary. By Fxamokb Hats. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Gb. [/» the press. 

Wood.— 8abina : A NoveL By 
Lady Wood. Post 8to, illast. bds., Sb. 

Words, Fadts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Ont-of-the-Way Matters. By Exjxxxa 
B0WARD8. New and cheaper issue, 
cr, 8vo,cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; half^bonnd, Sb. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

Caricature HIatory of tha Qaorgee. 

She House of Hanover.) With 400 
ctures. Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, Ac Crowa 
Svo, cloth extra, 7b. 61. 

HIatory of Carlcatura and of the 
Oroteaqua In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. FaiaHOLT, 
F.S.A. Large post Svo, cL ex., luMA, 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 8b. Mcb. 

Caataway. | Tha Forlorn Hopa^ 
Land at Laat. 
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NOYBL8 BY THK BEST AUTHOBS. 

Nowinthefress. 



WILKIS COLLINS'SNEW NOVEL. 
"I Say No." B7 Wilkxb Colums. 
Three Vols., crown Svo. 

Mrs. CASHEL HOSTS NEW NOVEL 
The LoveKa Creed. B7 Mrs. Cashsi. 
HoBY, Author of "The Blossoming of 
an Aloe," &c. With it Illustrations 
by P. MacNab. Three Vols., crown 
Svo. 

SARAH TYTLBR*S NEW NOVEL, 
Beauty and tha Baaat. By SASAti 

Tytler, Author of " The Bride's Pass," 
"Saint Mungo's City," "Citoyenne 
Jacqueline," Sc Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 

CHARLES GIBBON'S NEW NOVEL, 

By Mead and Stream. By Charlbs 

Gibbon, Author of "Robin Oray." 

"The Golden Shaft," "Queen of the 

Meadow," &c. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 



ROBT, BUCHANAN'S NEW NOVEL 

Foxglove Manor. By Robt. Buchamam, 

Author of" The SLadow of the Sword.^' 

" God and the Man," ftc. Three Vols.. 

crown 8vo. 

BASIL'S NEW NOVEL, 
"The Wearing of the Green.'* By 
Basil, Author of •• Love the Debt/* 
"A Drawn Game," Ac Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. 

JULIAN HAWTHORNE'S NEW 
STORIES. 
Mercy Holland, and other Stories. By 
J. Hawthorns. Author of " Garth,'* 
''Beatrix Randolph," dc. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. 

NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER. 
Phllltfi.1. By Cbcil Powbr. Thret 
Vols., crown Svo. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popnlar Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each. 



BY URS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
BY W. BESANT & JAMBS RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Luorafl. 
Thia Son of Vuloan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella'a Arbour. 
The Monica of Thelema. 
Twaa In Trafklgar'a Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Yeara* Tenant. 
Tha Chaplain of tha Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captalna' Room. 
Ml In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forater. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN^ 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of tha Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 
BY MRS. H. LOVBTT CAUSRON. 
Decelvera Ever. | Jullet*s Guardian 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anna Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS^ 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
Tha Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
Tha Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearta. 
My MIsoellanlea. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Mlse Finch. 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and tha 
Lady. 

TheTwoDeatlnlea 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
JezebersOaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Miss or Mra. P 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foater'a Daughter 

BY WILLIAM CYPLBS. 
Hearta of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLS. 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY J, LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Teara. | Circe's Lovore 



BOOKS PU BUSHED BY 



BY M. BBTHAM'SDWARDS, 
Falloia. I Kitty. 

BY MRS, ANNIB BDWARDB5, 
Arohle LovsIL 

BY R. B, FRANCILLON, 
Olympla. I One by OiMi 

Queen CoplMtua. I A Reel Queen. 

Pre/Mid by Sir BARTLB FRBRB, 
Pandureng Hart. 

By BDWARD GARRBTT. 
The Cape! QMe. 

BY CHARLBS GIBBOB. 
Robin Gray. 
Fop Laok of Qold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World SayF 
For the KInfl. 
In Honoup Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pasturee Qreen. 
The Fiowep of the Foraet. 
A Heapt'e Problem. 
The Braee of Yarraw. 
The Qolden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNS. 
Garth. 

Ellloe Quentln. 
Sebaetlan Strome. 
Prlnoe Saronl'e Wife. 
Duet. I Fortune'e Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

BY SIR A. HBLPS, 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS, ALFRBD HUNT. 
Thomlcroft'e ModeL 
The Leaden Caeket. 
SelfCondemned. 

BY JBAN INGBLOWm 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIBTT JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HBNRY KINGSLBY. 
Number Seventeen. 
0»kehott Caetl*. 



PiecAoiLLT Novn.8, cmiHnma-^ 
BY B. LYNN LINTON. 
Patriela Kembalk 
Atonement of Leam Dundaa. 
The World Well Loet. 
Under whioh Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love I" | lone. 

BY HBNRY W. LUCY. 
OMeon Fieyce. 

BY JUSTIN MeCARTHf, M,P. 
The Waterdale Nelghboure. 
My Enem/e Daughter. 
Llnley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon 
Dear Lady DIedaln. 
MIee Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Seaaon. 
MaM of Athene; 

BY GBORGB MAC DONALD, LL^ 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomae WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS, MACDONBLL, 
Quaker Couslne. 

BY KATHARINB S, MACQUOID. 

Loet Rose. f The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORBNCB MARRYAT. 

Open ! Sesame t | Written In Fire 

BY JBAN MIDDLBMASS. 
Touch and Ga 

BY D. CHRISTIB MURRAY, 



Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange^ 
Hearte. 



Llfs'e Atonement. 

Joeeph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate oi the Sea. 

The Way of the World. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladlee. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMBS PAYN. 



Loet Sir Maeelng- 

berd. 
Beet of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunee. 
Halvee. 

Walter'e Word. 
What HeCoet Her 

Leee Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 

High Splrita 

Under One Roof. 



Carlyon'e Year 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from i 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Some Private 

VIewe. 
Kits A Mensory. 

The Canon^ 
Ward. 
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ValentlfML I The Forelgntrt. 

MPS. LanoMtei't Rival. 
BY CHARLES RSADS, D.CJ0. 
It Is NevttP Too Lftto to Mond. 
Hand Cash. I Pof Womncton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Gpifnth Qaunt. | Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Couree of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Youreelf In Hie Plaoe. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Haten I Readlana. 

BY MRS, f. H. RIDDELL. 
Her MotheKe Darling. 
Prinoe of Walee'a Qarden-Party. 
Weird Storlee. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hande of Juetlce. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion In the Path. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Qtdeon'e Rook. 1 The High Mllle. 



BY r. W, SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteriee of Heron Dyko. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malele. . | Cresslda. 
The Vlolln-Ptayer. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way we Live Now. 
. The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann. 1 Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough'e Family. 
The Land-Leaguere. 

BY FRANCES B, TROLLOPS., 
Like Shipe upon the Sea. 
Anne Furneee. 
Mabel'e Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond 
By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Othm 
Storlee flrom Foreign Novelleta. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The BrMe'e Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 

BY C, C. FRASER'TYTLSS. 
Mlstresa Judith. 

BY 3f. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legende. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illustrated 

BY EDMOND ABOUT, 

The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON aIdS, 
Carp of Carrtyon. I Confldeneea. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, WIfIs, OP Widow P 
BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My LIUIs QM. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Oella'e ArbouK 



POPULAR NOVELS. 
boards, Ilk each. 
By Bbbamt amo Rici, eonttnmed^ 

The Monks of Theiema. 

Twas In Trafalgar's Bsy. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Yeare' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
BY WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorte and Condltlone of 

The Captalne* Room. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp Notee. | Savage LIflik 
BY BRET HARTE. 

An Helreee of Red Dog. 

The Luok of Roaring Camp^ 

CallfDmlan Storlee. 

OabrM Conroy. I Filp^ 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Cbsap Fopulas Notbls, co mi im na ^ 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child or NatiifO. 
Qod and the Man. 
Th« Martyrdom of MadoUno^ 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS, BURNETT* 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS, LOVBTT CAMERON, 
Decelvere Ever. | Jullet'e Quardfan. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Soule. 

BY C, ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Slnlete^ 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Decui Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My MIeoellanlee. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Mlse FInoh. 



Miss or Mrs. P 
The New Magda- 
len. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTWo Deitlnlee 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leavee. 
ilezebel'eDaughter 
The Black Robe. 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Tranemlgratlon. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Sweet and Twenty. | FraneeOi 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK, 
Leo. I Paul Fostei'e Daughter. 

BY J, LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS, 
Sketchee by Box. 
The Pickwick Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Nickleby. 

BY MRS, ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M, BETHAM'EDWARDS. 
Felicia. I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON, 
Roxy. 



Cbbav Popiilak Novsls, coe tfee a f " 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mre. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventrftve Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
BY ALBANY DS FONBLANQUB. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. S, FRANCILLON, 
Olympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 
Pufaud by Sir H. BARTLB FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY HAIN FRISWELL, 
One of Twa . 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 
The Capel Qlrle. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



Queen of the Mea^ 

dow. 

In Paaturea Green 

The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart'e Problem 

The Braee of Yar* 
row. 



Robin Qray. 

For Lack of Qold. 

What will the 
World SayP 

In Honour Bound. 

The Dead Heart. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Quests. 
The WlzcuHi of the Mountain. 
Jamee Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Every*Day Papers. 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter^e Saorlfloe. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BYfULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Sebastian Stroma 
Dust, 
fe. 



Garth. 

El I Ice Quentln. 

Prince Saronre W 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Biron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS, GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

BY VICTOR HUGO, 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 
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CraSA» POPULAA NOVBLS, conHttuu^^ 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT. 
Thopniopoft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self Condemned. 

B7 JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
J.\ak8hott Castle. | Number Seventeen 

BY E, LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love I" 

By HENRY W, LUCY, 
Gideon FleycA. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter^ 

A Fair Saxon. 

Llnley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, 
' Paul FabePy Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfoId, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republlo. 

By FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame! A Little Stepson. 
A Harvest of Wild Fighting the Air. 
Oats. Written In Fire. 

BY J. MASTBRMANt 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Ga I Mr. Dorllllon. 



Crbap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY MRS, ROBERT 0*REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 
Held In Bondage, l TwoLlttleWooden. 



Strath more. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 
mains. 

Tricotrln. 

Puck. 

Folle Farlne. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 



Shoes. 

SIgna. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstrella 

A Village Com 
mune. 

BImbl. 

In Maremma. 



BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Masslng- 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnok's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

ClyfTards of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Best of Husbands 
Waiter's Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
What He Cost Her 
HumorousStorles 
Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 



Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Reel- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from a 
Thorn. 

For Cesh Only. 



BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 
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Chiat Populab NOVBL«i 

BY E. C. FUCK, 
VBlwttlna. 

BY CHARLES READE. 
It Is Navar Too Uito t» MonA 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie JohnotOfHk 
Qrlinth Gaunt. 
Put Yourssif In His PiMOi 
Tho Doubia MarrlagSb 
Lovo Ma LlttlSb Love Mo Long. 
Foul Play- 

Tho Ololatar and tho Hoortii. 
The Course of True Lovo. 
Autobiography of a Thiet 
A TerHMe Temptatlen. 
The WandeHng Hein 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman*Hatep. 
Readlana. 

BY MRS, y, H, RIDDELU 
Hw Mother'* OartUig. 
Prince of Walee'e Garden Party, 

BY F. W, ROBINSON^ 
Women are Strange. 

BY BAYLE ST, fOHE. 
A Levantine Family. 

Br GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALd» 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHH SAUUDEES, 
Bound CO the Wheel. 
One Against the WorM. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Patli. 
Two Oreamere. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEt. 
A Matoh In the Dark. 

BYT.W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron l^fcft 

BY R. A, STBRNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R. LOUtS STBVBNSOH, 
New Arabian Nights. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Cresslda. f PmmI Maieli. 

The violln-PiayoK 

BY W. MOY THOMAS. 
A Fight fOr Ufli. 



CasAP PoruLAa Notbls, coHHtmed'^ 
BY WALTER THORNBURY. 

Taiss fpr the Marlnee* 

BY r. ADOLPHUS TROLLOFE, 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOFE. 

The Way We Live Now. 

The Amsrioan Senator 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marion Fay 

Kept In the Dark. 
By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOFE 

Like Shipe upon the Sea. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom Sawyer. 
An Idle Excursion. 

A PIsasure Trip on the Continent 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White EteirtianL 
BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Lift. | Regimental I sjsnils 

By LADY WOOD^ 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Fortom Hopsk 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS, 
Paul FsTPolL 

Why Paul F^rroil KWIed hie WiM. 

Fcap. 8vo, lecture covets, Is. each. 

imW Bridge's Love Story. By Bbkt 
Harts. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By 
Brbt Haktb, 

Mrs. Gainsborough's DIamonda. By 

JULEAM HaWTHORHX. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Astbor 
of «* That Lass o» Lowrie*!.** 

LIndeay'e Luck. By the Aothor of 
" That Lass o* Lowrie's.** 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 
Aathor of '^That Lass o' Lowde's." 

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PiRKXS. 

The Prolbseor'e Wlfiu By Lbosaso 
Graham. 

A Doubis Bond. By Loiba Viiaasi. 

Esthete Glove. By R.B. Pramcoxon. 

The Qsrden that Paid the Rent 
BjTomJbrsolp. 
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